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VOICES OF EARTH 



1) 



PRELUDE. 

" Then let your gift be graye or gay, 
As best unto you seemeth ; 
He sleeps not vainly life away 
"Who tells of what he dreameth." 



R. G. 
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OUR HOPE. 



Memories golden-hued, 
Are ye but the fond reflection 
Of a gorgeous day departed 

That shall rise no more ? 

Eelics of the heart, 
Are ye but deceitful pledges 
Of a springtide resurrection 

Of the lost and dear ? 

Have we lived in vain ? 
Shall the forms our souls have cherished, 
And the tender hearts that prized us 

Pass like shades to night ? 

O, were this reveal'd, 
Who could brook the weary burden 
Of our purposeless existence ? 

Who could love and live ? 



OUK HOPE. 

Sacred shades of yore ! 
Seem ye not to glide anear us 
With a tmstfiil smile of promise ? 

" We shall meet anew." 

Friends, afar and nigh, 
To the blessing that I murmur 
Yield a response ear may list not. 

Bless my own and me. 

And may One Supreme, 
In His own predestined season, 
Haply after wintry ages. 

Blend us all iq love I 
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AFTER TEARS. 



Is this the valley — rise the mountains yonder, 

Where springtide gladness bursts upon my view ? 
Did not our footsteps down this pathway wander 

Till here we breathed adieu ? 
Adieu ! And never, since that word was spoken, 

Thy form retum'd to cheer ! 
Ah, sweet, my will was scom'd, thy heart was broken, 

And I rest lonely here. 

Lonely ? And yet I wail not, unbelieving. 

Heav'n pluck'd the flow*r, and in its garland wove : 
Thou must be blest, for were that hope deceiving. 

There were no Grod of love ! 
Ah, spite of spite, of loss, of bitterest anguish. 

Love's memories are sweet ; 
Gaze roimd thee, heart, nor indolently languish ! 

Here trod her feiry feet. 



AFTER YEARS. 

O moss-clad heights, O undulating meadows, 
O forests, blithe to woo, to shield, to hide, 

golden sunshine and yet dearer shadows. 

That toyed aroimd my bride ! 

1 love ye. Still the nightingale is singing 

From forth the forest wold ; 
And hark I a sweeter echo far is ringing. 
The voice her love that told. 

It was life's mom, and April's choicest season ; 

In one sole night, where bare the forest grew, 
Flash'd forth the radiant Spring ; it seem'd but reason 

Our hearts should blossom too. 
The brooks congeal'd of yore went babbling gaily, 

And how should lips be dumb ? 
A thousand springtide wonders ripen'd daily, 

And young Love sighed, " I come." 

O magic hour, when that dear being trembled 

To own its bliss beneath my asking eyes I 
When our twin souls no more the world dissembled 

That in love's bosom lies ! 
Here, where the brook wells forth, we sat, and rested, 

And heard our young hearts beat, 
In innermost repose from malice nested,— 

Where is she now, my sweet ? 

But Echo answers. Where are the emotions 

Of fairy gladness that enchantment wrought ? 
The Past is past. Time's grave, more deep than Ocean's, 
Shall never render aught. 
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8 AFTER YEARS. 

Yet love ennobles. Thanks for passing gladness, 

Thanks for that heart so true, 
Thanks for the lingering melody of sadness, 

For you, dear scenes, for you ! 

Ah, wonderful is memory's re-creation : 

Who knows it not, hath loved not. Dear to me 
That narrow causeway by the fir-plantation. 

That solitary tree, 
That meadow, where the deep blue violet twinkled 

As if to sue for grace — 
Ah, timewom brows, ah, faces wan and wrinkled, 

Ye all know such a place ! 

So blame not, men, my folly, thus recalling 

Each haunt beloved where her footsteps trod ; 
Thou wouldst not scorn me, should a tear be falling, 

Her Guardian, Thou, God ! — 
I only dreamt ; — ^those mountains rise not roimd me, 

Those valleys bask afar. 
And yet each spot, where light and gladness foimd me, 

Beams on me as a star ! 

She only fails, the simlight of existence ; 

All else seems changeless, as an hour had sped 
Since that bright morn, when fi-om the faint fer distance 

Love's noon around us spread. 
O wondrous ecstasy of hearts overflowing ! 

Proud hour of manhood's birth I 
When one dear soid, its maiden treasures knowing, 

First welcomed heav'n and earth ! 



AFTER YEARS. 

O deeps of tenderness to woman granted, 
O world of rapture in a mortal breast, 
O universe enchanting and enchanted, 

" She loves ! — Take all the rest !" 
Fond memory, cease ! Thou must not idly linger 

Arotmd a vacant tomb : 
My flower was snapped by God's unerring finger, — 

His Love pronounced the doom ! 



l'envoy. 



And dost thou love the lay, great heart I high glowing 

For all of noble, rich, and pure, and good ? 
And haply mingles with its pensive flowing 

The cadence of thy blood ? 
Then, for thy sake, here at my volume's portal 

This memory shall stand : 
We know 't, all pure affections are immortal, 

And Heaven's their fatherland. 

All hail, green sanctities of life domestic I 

Noblest of souls, that breathes through form and face, 
Noontide in all its amplitude majestic. 

With dawning's twilight grace. 
Take all the blossoms of my young May-morning, 

The garlands of the Past I 
For me, the prize which needs not words' adorning, 

The longed-for Bride at last ! 



MAECH AND APRIL BLOSSOMS 
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PROEM AND DEDICATION. 

TO MARCH AND APRIL BLOSSOMS. 
1850. 



Take then these young May-songs, these early gushes 
Of music light and free, thou world so cold ! 

Hast thou forgotten how the streamlet rushes, 
When first the Spring dissolves each icy hold ? 

Or how the morning sun each blossom flushes. 

O'er wood and lea, with hues more bright than gold ? 

Ay, Autumn's dreary moanings charm thine ear ; 

Spring scarce shall win thy sympathies, I fear. 

The bards in fiishion now are so aesthetic. 
So mystic, so aspiring, such complainers. 

So quasi-philosophic and " syncretic," 

That you, folks all, are like to prove disdainers 

Of strains thus simple, thus unsympathetic 

With "Nineteenth Century Woes," — such frank 
retainers 

Of the green livery of the olden Spring, — 

Which in your eyes should seem a bygone thing. 



14 PROEM AND DEDICATION. 

And yet, if ye would leave awhile your whirl 
Of toil and dust, your spiritless gyrations, 

Methinks my Muse might lead ye — ^boy or girl, 
Or man or woman — back to fresh sensations : 

Come, follow, where the leaflets dance and curl 
'Neath the free breezes I All things keep their stations, 

As ever, in the green-wood's deep recesses ; 

There still the fond dove coos ; the sunshine blesses. 

Through the green grove its laughing rays are glancing 
Tempered yet gay; the forest brooklets flow; 

And even the sylvSn nymphs, methinks, are dancing, 
Long fencied dead, while feij|r roses blow. — 

Seek not for " purpose " ! Chide not mere " romancing " ! 
Must we be always " wise" ? I answer. No. 

At times we cast our learned books aside : 

Who ever yet by study charmed his bride ? 

And trust me. Poesy, that maid divinest. 

Is not alone by mystic musings won. 
Thou sunshine glorious I wheresoever thou shinest. 

We surely need not prove, we feel, the sun : — 
Come then, poor morbid dreamer, why repinest ? 

Learn but to love, and then thy task is done. 
Love prompts to action, binds to heaven above ; 
Love makes enjoyment holy : therefore love. 

Think not I blame each sadder aspiration. 

Each Autumn care, each frown of Autumn gloom. 

But Spring, too, has its rights. Thou, British nation, 
Yet trusfst in God. For thee His flowers, then, bloom. 




PROEM AND DEDICATION. 15 

Though keen the age's strife, its consammation 

Lies hid from sight : no curse hath sealed thy doom. 
Still may'st thou rest thee in the noontide hour, 
Yea, still may'st quaff the fount, and pluck the flower. 

For you, dear friends, one word, — ^who look, I wot. 
For more of thought, for more of hushed devotion, 

Than here you 'U find : it was my destined lot 
To wander in my boyhood o'er the ocean. 

And dwell long years in lands where faith was not : — 
Hence, while my spirit mirrored each emotion 

Of common life, from highest themes it shrank. 

And at earth's source, not Heav'n's pure fountain, drank. 

Yet was that source impure ? Nay, surely. Earth 

Her heritage may claim of guileless joy. 
Mayhap, in time, to flowers of springtide mirth 

Shall fruits succeed : the man must crown the boy ! 
If in these lays be aught of lyric worth 

Accept it, then, nor deem glad song a toy ! 
Much, friends, is here, you scarce should blame in youth : 
Perchance she chanted while she glean'd, sweet Euth. 

Take these poor snatches, these imtutored rhymes, 
These simple artless echoes of Life's May : 

Take them, and if they once recall the times 
Of your heart's childhood, cast them not away ! 

Count not my plainness nor my gladness crimes. 
But wish me well, and like me for my lay : 

With hearts like yours would I alliance claim. 

And seek far rather love, your love, than fame. 



Ill 
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MARCH AND APRIL BLOSSOMS. 



Gushes free of bKthe heart-music, 
Notes which learned ear may wrong, 
Like the lively April breezes 
Dancing leaves and flowers among, — 
Sighing, smiling, weeping, langliing. 
Joying, flirting, nothing long, — 
Sportive, plaintive, heartsome, throng,- 
Lo, the twilight hour of song ! 
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SCHOOLBOY MEMORIES. 



Deab Bruder Matthisson, calm, gentle spirit. 

So pure, so sweet, so buoyed with mirtliiul glee, 
From thee did I ideal fair inherit 

Of monkhood's prime and ancient chivaLry : 
The aged cloister-brother, blithe and holy. 

Still innocent, with childhood's heart within, 
In thee revived, — to win my reverence lowly, 

Ev^i whilst I deemed a quiet laugh no sin. 

Yes, dear old man, thou oft hast stirred our laughter, 

When, feigning anger, thou didst §trive and strain 
Urchin to fright ; though that short tempest after, 

The old broad smile of sunshine dawned again. 
Thine indignation never could affiright us ; 

And yet, his heart were hard who prized thee not I 
Approving nod from thee would still delight us. 

And he who grieved thee, sure, had mourned his lot. 

c 



18 SCHOOLBOY Memories. 

Of all the recollections, fond or pleasant, 

That throng on memory from my schoolboy's days, 
The best seem'st thou ; and 'midst life's din incessant, 

Still sounds to me thy jocund voice of praise. 
Age might enfeeble, never could becloud thee ; 

And something of a knightly state, that sprang 
From thy soul's innocence, with grace endowed thee ; 

Thy silvery tones like bells at Christmas rang. 

Half glad, half solemn. Seems it strange, perchance, 

That I o'er such a theme so long should linger ? 
World, roll, roll on I for me such backward glance 

Hath magic ; happy lyre, and careless finger I 
Less graceful memories, even, would I awaken, 

Yet not without their own bold share of mirth ; 
That playground, still by boyhood imforsaken. 

Those young companions, heirs of sun and earth : 

For all things minister to boyhood's pleasure ; 

The merry sun, the sky's o'erarching blue, 
The fresh free breezes, challenging to measure 

Our spirits' glee with theirs, and beat them too ; 
The noisy shout, the breathless animation 

Of game on game succeeding, through that hour, 
That dear play-hour ; to boyhood all creation 

Seems in such moments his^ one golden dower I 

True, there are tasks of earnest toil returning, 
Of effort, — nay of solemn penance due ; 

But thence more genial is the spirit's yearning 
For freedom's glee ; even work hath pleasures too. 



SCHOOLBOY MEMORIES, 19 

A kind, approving smile, that cheers, not praises, 
From master loved, — a guerdon dear is this; 

Even labour's self the spirit higher raises, 
And triumph yields a transitory bliss. 

0£yoUy my comrades, should I speak ? With many 

Grood friend was I, but scarcely more, I ween j 
No Py lades to young Orestes any ; 

Yet one there was who inight my friend have been, 
I weU Temember ; still some cloud for ever 

Between us seem'd to low'r ; nor till the time 
We parted, either made one fair endeavour 

To hear the heart's-pulse of his comrade chime. 

We long seem'd foes, and yet each liked the other 

In quiet secrecy. I trust, where'er 
Thou wanderest now, bright son of widow'd mother. 

High Heav'n befriends thee I such thy boy-friend's pray'r, 
Or, eke, boy-foe's. Some youthftil forms beside, 

One bluff and frank, and one of fancy free 
Yet poet-soul ; their memories past me glide, 

A buoyant and a genial company. 



God keep them I Boots it scarce recall our climbing 

O'er rock and fell, by Rhine's romantic shore ; 

Our summons at Moravian chapel-chiming, 

In olden litanies to join. Once more 
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20 SCHOOLBOY MEMORIES. 

A thousand scenes throng back, long haply vanished, 

And many a face that sleeps in moveless rest ; 
The chamber where I dwelt in penance banish'd 

Some hours or days, misheeding some behest ; 
The grave head-master's earnest adjurations ; 

The dear red strawberries and cream we bought 
For burning " groschens," or those blest sensations 

When home at joyful holidays we sought. 

I'll scrawl no more ! Yet, with each Neuwied scene 

Come, haply blending, Helstone memories 
From earlier hours : there, too, a harvest glean 

Might fancy ; poor, perchance, in others' eyes. 
Yet one short verse to mourn thy quick departing, 

Dear David, shy and good ; who died'st, I know, 
In thy jfresh youth I My giddy memory, starting, 

Flies to the hour when I appeared thy foe : 

111 tongues had fired us to dissension ; thus 

Did challenge paas, was battle fixed ; we met. 
We fought ; yet, midst our ardour emulous, 

Our old affection trembled inly yet. 
And so (strange freak of boyhood !), so agreed we 

To fight no longer others' eyes before ; 
That pain'd too much ; straight down the lane proceed we, 

In seeming friendship, — turn the comer — " O'er 

Is mild respective lenity, and ftiry. 

The fire-eyed ftiry, is our conduct ! " Still, 

For conquest goal we thirst. Say, olden Drury, 
E'en on thy stage could glow heroic thrill 



SCHOOLBOY MEMORIES. 21 

More pure than this ? Then blow on blow fast rain'd we, 
Till at the last, — but hush I suffice 't to say 

A truer friend than aye in that hour gained we ; 
We both ! — whoe'er prevail'd, love won the day. 

And I remember, too, — do you, young ladies ? 

Tliose parties where such forfeits dear were sold ; 
And lingering behind doors — my muse afraid is 

To call up blushes, so that tale's not told. 
And theej the first fair mistress of my fancy, — 

I ten, thou twelve, — thy bright locks floating down, 
Blue eyes, sweet voice, and name, or Rose or Nancy, 

What matters that ? Til jot thy portrait down. 

In thy white garment, with the blue sash flying. 

Thou linger'st, feiry vision I Nay, begone ! 
How glad felt I, in that my first heart's sighing I 

O prove thou happy aye I My soul roves on. 
That one long holiday I now remember. 

My uncle's home, and gentle Wilmot's grace ; 
We were child-lovers too ! Ah, death's December, 

E'en in life's brightest May, cut short her race. 

Yea, 'neath her moon of marriage I On me swell 

Fresh recollections. That dear rippling water, 
Where soar'd the butterfly from bell to bell 

Of opening flowers. Again, the mimic slaughter. 
When we with pillows charged from couch upheaved ; 

Oh, what fierce ^j I And glorious " single wicket,'* 
And shouts and roars. But what a web hath weaved 

My careless Muse. " So vain, too I " chirps a cricket 
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22 SCHOOLBOY IfEMORIES. 

So here 1*11 end indeed. " Why, thousands more 

Have felt aU this ; then why should you recount it ? " 
The very reason, sirs ; from life's drdl lore 

I woo you to your boyhood ; seize and mount it. 
Blithe memory's steed, and back to all past pleasures 

Speedy heedless of derision I Dear plum-cake 
To schoolboy sent ! Oh, what a glory treasures 

Our fancy in that vision I For its sake 

Who'd not be child again ? Then, that fond yearning 

That bathed our pillows oft for mothers dear ; 
That tale romantic, eve on eve returning, 

I told one (that I'll swear) through half a year, 
In volumes three, with chapters never ending. 

Love, battle, shipwreck, feats by flood and feU, 
Inventing as I told, while breath-suspending 

My hearers lay. Then, that sad morning beU, 

That toll'd to school ; school's self; our learned master, 

A poet's son, and eke a poet he ; 
Our mistress fair ; each freak and each disaster, 

Back, back they rush to burden memory ; 
Let fall the flood-gate I or these deluge waters j 

Will swell beyond control. Here ends my lay. 
Sang I too idly, O ye sons and daughters 

Of mother earth ? Vain lyre I I did. Away ! 

And yet I must one lingering touch cast o'er thee : 

Say, have I half as kind a heart as then ? 
Alas I heaven's goal, far, far it lies before me, 

And ye, ye scarce will love me, fellow-men I 



SCHOOLBOY MEMORIES. 23 

Perchance I am not worthy love. The light 
That kindled then my fancy's aspiration, 

might it wax more pure, more clear, more bright, 
And make me serve you in my generation I* 

Not wholly driftless be my pilgrimage 

O'er life's broad glades, and oh ! may fresh life-feeling, 
May boyhood's glow still warm my withered age, 

(If I thereto attain), my God revealing ! 
For He is all. May I work His good pleasure, 

And then may'st thou, O world, revile, condemn ; 

1 court thy love, but higher His love treasure, 

And for the envious^ nought care I for them. 

Farewell ! &rewell I ye heard the light bells ringing, 

In thk my strain, from your own childhood's prime ; 
Ye heard, mayhap, one distant angel singing, 

So will not count my carelessness for crime. 
Farewell, all Mends I may we be childreh ever, 

In innocence, in freshness, in delight 1 
Joy have I gain'd in this my fond endeavour ; 

Good-night and happy dreams I good-night, good-night ! 
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24 SCHOOLBOY MEMORIES. 



l'envoy. 



To thee, my brother I who hast shared with me 

These memories sweet, I dedicate the song. 
It tells not of thy fellowship nor thee, 

And yet believe not I would do thee wrong ! 
I, too, remember those long days of roaming 

Beside the reeds, where o'er the current flew' 
Bright dragon-flies, superb as autumn's gloaming, 

That evermore our rapturous glances drew ; 

Where launched we paper vessels on the waters. 

Which races ran, exciting, soul-inspiring I 
Your dancing, too, 'midst Cornwall's lively daughters, 

On Flora-day, through Helstone's streets untiring; 
And our glad sympathies when came some letter 

From mother dear or sire beloved to cheer us. 
Or haply something that was almost better, 

The rich plum-cake, that brought home's self quite near 
us, 

Just at the door ; your tears when I at home 

Sat moping, and you dined in circle pleasant ! 
Well, well, no more ; such words are idle foam, 

And yet they're rainbow-hued to me at present ; 
My Christmas greeting should be sober, graver. 

From priest to deacon : but the blithe bells ring 
Old Christmas carols ; " On boys, never waver ! " 

And so I end my boyish song of Spring. 
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STILL OF THE BOY. 



I. 

O YE songs and flowers of childhood, 

Whither, whither, have ye sped? 
Linnets' greetings jfrom the wildwood, 

Skies that glitter'd over head ? 
Fragrant cowslips, blue-bells blowing 

'Neath the springtide breezes free ; — 
Are ye going, coldly going ? 

Stay awhile, and speak with me. 

Youth's bold sunlight yet lies round me, 

But that early charm is lost ; 
Glow, which fency's monarch crown'd me 

In the sunshine or the frost ; 
When the violets smiled so sweetly 

Down the vale and up the hill. 
And the zephyrs danced so fleetly. 

And my heart danced lighter still. 

Are ye gone, ye first free glances 

On a world of fairy mirth ? 
Visionary child-romances. 

Forma of neither heaven nor earth : 
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Yes, the years that spell must sunder, 
Young experience* novel prize, 

When each flower seem'd some fresh wonder, 
Life a sport 'neath summer skies. 

This hath fled I but ihou^ depart not. 

Boyhood's spirit, kind and true ! 
Fond affection, sure, thou art not 

Also prompt to bid adieu I 
Let not selfish coldness win me ; 

Glowing heart and trustful soul 
Linger round me, and within me, 

Till I haply reach my goal I 



II. 

Tell me df the joys 

Life doth hold in store, 
What exceeds the boy's 

Near his fether's door ? 
When the tapers bright 

From the weU-known haU 
Glitter through the night. 

Beaming home to call. 

Down the dear-loved vale 
See the chariot darts ; 

Hail, ye meadows, hail. 
All ye kindly hearts ! 
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Not a cot, a tree, 

Memory doth not trace ; 
Boyhood's eager glee 

Would the World embrace. 

See, they near the gate ; 

Those who prize him best 
There to meet him wait— 

Who shall paint the rest ? 
For such smiles and tears — 

Bliss by tears will speak — 
Through all coming years 

Vainly shall we seek. 

O I those kisses fond, 

Questions fast and free, 
Joys all words beyond, 

Painful ecstasy ! 
Tell me, ye who live 

Life's long stages through, 
Hath she much to give 

More endear'd to you ? 



III. 



O, FOND were young affection's fears 
For those it prized its all I 

And almost yet some pleasant tears 
That memory might recall. 
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Oft, haply, from her side afar, 
This thought our fency crossed : 

" What if, beneath some evil star, 
My mother now were lost I " 

And that vague dread, all cause without, 

Hath open kept our eyes. 
While speUs of anxious fever-doubt 

Bade ghosts of terror rise. 

Or when some childish sin had eam'd 
A frown, no kind good-night. 

How has the childish spirit yeam'd. 
To be forgiven quite. 

Till, at the last, grief unrepres8*d 
Has forced to seek that door. 

And urge in sobs that shook the breast 
A kiss but this once more. 

O that such fears, however fond, 
Such sorrows might endure. 

To carry — childhood's years beyond — 
The child's affections pure. 
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HOMER'S YOUTH. 



Thus Uved that youth within a world of light, 

Which gleam'd from forth his soul. Around him bloom'd 

Sweet roses in that dell, and daffodils bright, 
With all the sweets of Arcady perfumed : 

Green trees, blue skies, were mirf-or'd on his sight, 
And moss, wherein yoimg violets lay entomb'd , 

But these he scarcely mark'd, and far beyond 

His spirit flew, uncliin'd by mortal bond. 

And whilst his body in that dell was lying, 

The mind within was up and fer away ; 
Through golden halls of blest Olympus flying, 

Or listing dark Cassandra's wizard lay ; 
Or to the ocean's shore in rapture hieing 

To mark the wild waves in their boisterous play. 
Thus grew the glorious, the immortal whole, 
Thus earth and heaven were mirror'd on his soul. 
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YOUTH'S INSTINCTS, 



'Tis sweeft to roam along the rooks 
That bound the bright blue sea, 
To watch the waters foam and leap, 
And the sea-gull over the sur&ce sweep, 
Till, luird by the tide, I sink to sleep — 
Yes, this is a joy for me. 

'Tis sweeter yet in the forest shade, 

To sit 'neath some old oak tree. 
And gaze on the woodland violets fair 
That couch in the long green mosses there 
While the birds with music fill the air-^ 
Yes, this is a joy for me. 

'Tis nobler to cHmb some mountain's brow. 

To gaze o'er wood and lea. 
And mark the eagle's towering flight 
As he soars aloft in his freeborn might. 
Or watch the coming on of night — 

Yes, this is a joy for me. 
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'Twere sweetest, happiest, best of all, 

(O shall such my fortunes be ?) 
To gaze on two fond and loving eyes, 
And a bosom heaved with love's modest sighs ; 
Yes, this, O this, were the true heart's prize. 

The joy of all joys for me ! 
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aUESTION AND REPLY. 



"What in the maid that thou wouldst love, 
Thou youthful dreamer, would content thee? 

Shall she be fair as heaven above, 

Or must some angel thence be sent thee ? 

"Her eyes, vrhat hue? or mild, or bright? 

A stately form, or slight and slender? 
Be sure, a soid than light more light, 

A heart than tenderness more tender. 

"Describe, portray, her every grace; 

Let fancy breathe thy longings warm : 
Paint every feature of her face. 

And mould each member of her form. 

"Her disposition, grave or gay? 

Her fancy fixed, or sweetly roving? 
What wouldst thou wish thy maiden, say ! 

What bride wouldst feel true joy in loving?" 
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Ask ye the moth, within what blossom 

The livelong hours of night he'll lie : 
Ask ye the flower, upon whose bosom 

She, ere the eventide, will die. 

As little know I, where or when 

The light of love on me may fall ; 
Friends may we choose, we ireebom men. 

But love unbidden comes to all. 

Ask ye the blind man, should he see, 

Which first he'd rank of springtide's flowers ; 

No more to know is granted me 
Of her, the star of summer hoiurs. 

How, whilst I on the ocean live. 

Should I describe the unseen shore? 
Love's very essence is to give 

What ne'er was seen or dreamt before. 

Should I anticipate the expected. 

On earth below paint heaven above, 
CJould I portray the imsuspected. 

Then might I never, never, love. 



D 
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SONG. 



Faint gleams tliere are in twilight bom 
That shine before the affluent mom ; 
Young flow'rets bloom, ere springtide glows, 
That usher in the royal rose. 
Thus, Love, do fancies roam before thee, 

Less sweet than thou, less dainty fair ; 
Yet, erring, men in these adore thee, 

And dream to view and grasp thee there. 

As the light prelude on the lyre 

Heralds the strain of bardic fire ; 

As thoughts that glow, and dreams that please, 

Seem often rich realities ; 

So, Love, before thou dawn'st we hail thee ; 

And in each virgin orbit bright, 
Whose timorous glances strive to veil thee, 

Descry the beaming source of light. 

But all the forest songs seem vain 
When chants the nightingale her strain, 
And twinkling stars no more are seen 
When rises midnight's silvery queen. 
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Thus, Love, when rapture's accents dearest 
Thou blend'st in one celestial song. 

Then we, and all we £incied nearest, 
Hopes, visions, joys, to thee belong. 
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AN APRIL RAY. 



O FORM of beauty, eyes of light ! 

Ye flashed athwart my spirit's night 

Like stars that now in splendour gleam, 

Then sink within the ocean stream. 

Ye broke the clouds, gleam'd forth, and pass'd, 

And, loM my heaven is overcast. 

What can a moment take or give ? 

A very world : I wake— I live I 
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THE RESOLVE. 



Thou art too £sar ! 

I must not dare 
To gaze on eyes of thine ; 

Or mine would drink 

Their light and sink 
In that ocean all divine. 

Far, fer above 

My hopeless love, 
Thou soar'st in thy degree ; 

To gaze from fer 

On the bright cold star 
May seem too much for me ! 

And look not now 

On this fever'd brow, 
Or madness will tempt my brain 

Wild hopes arise 

*Neath those sweet eyes— 
We ne'er must meet again ! 
d3 



38 THE RESOLVE. 

When &r I roam 

O'er the salt sea foam, 
One thought shall cheer my breast, 

That word of mine, 

Nor look, nor sign. 
Hath striven to mar thy rest. 

Yet, maid most dear. 

Let no sad tear 
One shade on thy beauty set ; 

Or my lips will fire 

With fond desire, 
And swear that I love thee yet ! 
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OLD ENGLISH BALLAD. 



I. 

A MAIDEN there blooni'd in the times gone by, 

And young as fair was she ; 
She loved a knight of Germanie, 

And noble and brave was he. 
But he lived in a castle stately and grand, 

And she in the woodland glade ; 
Men hail'd him the first in all the land, 

And call'd her, the Cottage Maid. 

As the violet looks on the star so fair 

With eyes of hopeless love. 
Whilst the breeze its faint perfiime cannot bear 

To the beauteous orb above. 
Even so did the maiden gaze with delight 

When that youth by her cottage stray'd ; 
All deeply, all truly, she loved the Knight, 

He wist not of the Maid. 

d4 
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The noblest ladies in all the land 

To gain his heart would vie ; 
He had but to sue, and oh ! who should withstand 

The glance of his dark-blue eye ? 
When on proud dame or damsel it lovingly fell 

A flush their emotion betrayed — 
But oh ! midst them all none e'er prized him so well 

As the poor simple CJottage Maid. 

When he mounted his courser, and hastened away. 

In his armour of steel and gold, 
With his faithful squire and his pages gay. 

To conquer the foeman bold ; 
Then, at morning dawn, and at vesper-bell. 

For him many a lady pray'd ; 
But none so featly her beads would tell 

As the poor simple Cottage Maid. 

And when he returned all gloriously, 

And had conquer'd the boasting foe, 
If he whisper'd his suit so lovingly, 

What lady would answer. No ? 
Unheard of, undreamt of, she roam'd in the dell. 

To think of him even afraid ; 
But, 'midst all those proud beauties none loved him so well 

As the poor simple Cottage Maid. 
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II. 



Again the proud foeman approacFd from afar ; 

The knight for battle bum'd ; 
As before he hastened to join the war, 

But not as before retum'd. 
For many a hero fell steep'd in gore, 

And many their land betray' d ; 
But none of those high ladies wept so sore 

As the poor simple Cottage Maid. 

The wounds of the knight were many and deep, 

And his life was flitting fast ; 
He felt the approach of the long last sleep, 

He knew that all hope was past. 
He rested his arm upon his shield, 

And " One drop of cold water ! " he said : — 
Oh I who is that crossing the battle field ? 

Tis the poor simple Cottage Maid. 

Sore woimded by robbers who prowl'd o'er the dead, 

Yet press'd she to his side ; 
She stopp'd the flow of his blood so red. 

She saw, and was seen, ere he died ! 
She moisten'd his lips, and his dying look fell 

All thankfiilly on her : — ^repaid 
By that look for the sorrows, love only could tell, 

Was the poor simple Cottage Maid. 
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One more loving gaze lie bent on her again, 

Then he gasp'd out his dying breath ; 
And she sank by his side on the bloody plain, 

And her spirit was hnsh'd in death. 
Those ladies but wept when they heard of his fell, 

One prayer for his soul they said ; 
But she died, who loved him best of aU, 

The poor simple Cottage Maid. 
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A DISMISSAL. 



Farewell, 
Ma belle ! 
Ma belle, 
Farewell ! 

You thought that you could grieve me, 
By striving to deceive me, 
And then so lightly leave me 

To seek another's arms : 
But go ; may heaven protect you ! 
I ask not to direct you ; 
"Tis true, I did select you. 

But now youVe lost your charms. 

Farewell, 
Ma belle ! 
Ma belle. 
Farewell ! 

Your sparkling eyes have pleased me. 
And your raven locks have seized me, 
And your laughing wiles have teased me, 
But all in days of yore I 
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A DISMISSAL. 

And now — I do not miss you ; 
May another lover kiss you ! 
rU nor applaud nor hiss you, 
For I love you now no more. 

Farewell, 
Ma belle I 
Ma belle, 
Farewell I 
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THE SQUIRREL. 



There is a tear upon thy cheek, 

A smile within thine eye, 
As pearly dews the rosebud streak 

Though sunbeams on it lie ; 
As when, through sad and drooping clouds, 

While fall the dews of night. 
The moon bursts all her sable shrouds 

And pours her silvery light. 

There is a tear upon thy cheek. 

For thou art cold and lone ; 
And friends are dead, and winds are bleak, 

Thy joys are past and gone. 
Scarce ten Decembers hast thou told ; 

Thine eyes, by right, are gay. 
And thy tresses gleam like sparkling gold. 

Or flowers of merry May. 

There is a tear upon thy cheek, 

For who shall aid thee now ? 
What friend is near of hope to speak, 

To smooth that youthful brow ? 
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There in the forest, all alone, 

Poor child, how sad thy lot ! 
The green leaves sigh, the breezes moan, — 

Weep on ! I blame thee not. 

Weep on, weep on I — 'Tis sad, indeed, 

To grasp no loving hand ; 
No friendly arm thy steps shall lead 

Through the stranger's gloomy land. 
For men to thee are cold and strange. 

None shield thee, maiden, — ^none I 
Unloved, unsheltered, must thou range. 

Thou sad deserted one. 

Then weep, oh weep ! Each pearly tear 

From such soul-beaming eyes 
Is to thine angel-guard as dear 

As flowers of Paradise. 
But lo ! even as I speak, a snule 

Athwart thy features plays ! 
Say, maid, what hopes thy soul beguile 

From gloomy sorrow's maze ? 

Thought'st thou, perchance, of days gone by. 

That ne'er shall be forgot ; 
Thy father's smile, thy mother's sigh. 

The little rustic cot ? 
Or, of thy aged grandame telling 

Beside her spinning-wheel, 
. Of the moimtain faiiy 's diamond-dwelling. 

Or the treasures gnomes reveal ? 
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What sweet and gentle thought has pass'd 

Across thy youthful mind, 
And made thy blue eyes smile, at last. 

As though earth and heaven were kind ? 
As though creation smiled on thee, 

And the breezes for thee were playing. 
And thou, in sweet and childish glee. 

Through the forest wilds wert straying ? 

O innocence I O happy youth. 

To thee all things are given : 
To thee each bright deceit is truth, 

Each blossom a pledge of heaven. 
The helpless maid, the weeping child. 

Had calm'd her mournful mien, 
For, in his gambols quaint and wild, 

A squirrel she had seen ! 

And burst were the weighty bonds of sorrow, 

And hushed all throes of pain ; 
She thought no more of the wintry morrow, 

But smiled through her tears again. 
There is a tear upon thy cheek, 

A smile within thine eye. 
As pearly dews the rosebud streak 

Though sunbeams on it lie. 
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AKTHUR'S CHANT (Feagmentart). 



COLOGNE THE RHINE AND NONNENWORTH. 



They, after resting, wander'd up and down 

The narrow streets, and gaz'd, till very late, 

On the cathedral, deck'd as for some endless f^te ; 

With its long line of towering columns, far 
Beyond imagination's boldest flight ; 
Its fretted roof, where twinkles many a star, 
Full richly gleaming, and its chequer'd light 
Glancing upon the charm'd beholder's sight 
From niche and storied casement : such a scene, 
So grand, so lofty, yet so fair and bright, 
Can ne'er in words be limn'd, but must be seen 
And felt, as all will own who there have pilgmms been. 

There lurks a certain magic in these piles 
Of Gothic art, a strange and nameless feeling, 
Which, if our fancy long amid them whiles, 
Comes o'er us like a midnight zephyr stealing, 
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So cold, and yet so gentle ; thoughts revealing 
Which slumber'd in our breasts, but ne'er till then 
Had sprung to life before us ; yet concealing 
Still more, which we half-dream, but may not ken — 
The distant portal jars ! We start, and wake again. 

The vision has departed. Still atound 
The lofty columns cast their sacred shade ; 
Still fell the moonbeams on the marble ground ; 
Still gleams the taper where the priest has pray'd 
Before yon distant altar : half a&aid 
Of its own light it seems, for, one by one, 
Its sister lamps have vanish'd ; and the maid 
Who knelt, in tears, by yonder cell, is gone ; 
The dream of fency flies ; the nameless charm has flown. 

Away, away, upon the dancing waters ! 
The morning breaks, the mountains start to life ; 
The sturdy fisher, with his smiling daughters. 
Is pressing towards Cologne ; the river's rife 
With boats unnumber'd. Lo, the ceaseless strife 
Of dipping oar and wave assails the ear. 
And the blithe peasant, with his buxom wife 
In gay costume, is passing. Far and near. 
Old Ehine, with dimpled smiles, salutes his children dear ! 

The lofty Drachenfels is left behind. 
And ever-verdant Nonnenwdrth appears. 
Though long the sport of angry wave and wind, 
Its beauty has not yet been marr'd by years ; 

£ 
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And still its form the aged convent rears, 
Still the trees flourish, still the flow'rets smile, 
Even as though water'd by the pearly tears 
Of her who died among them. Nought can while 
But that which feels not, in this world of changeful guile. 

Alas, what &.te was hers, that gentle maid ! 
So loving, so beloved, so good and feir I 
'Mid lightsome roses she had ever stray'd, 
And nothing knew she of the thorns of aire, 
Till thus at once absorbed by dark despair. 
And when from forth the grating of her cell 
She gazed upon the landscape rich and rare. 
Which seem'd to mock her woe, she fainting fell — 
And then — yon sad low chime her early &te must telL 

Away, away, let us not pause to think 
On death, or sorrow, 'mid this bright domain, 
But mark yon rocks overhanging, link with link 
Engarlanded, oft crown'd by sacred fene, 
Or ancient castle, where for ever reign 
The clustering vines, and every fruit and flower 
In perfume blossom. Hence with fancied pain ! 
Here nature smiles in glowing brake and bower, 
And loveliest lichens deck each sered and crumbling tower. 
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EAKLT MAKCH PRIMKOSES. 



I, 

TO CORNWALL. 

Though &r fixjm the land of my fathers I'm straying, 
Yet think not my heart has not cherished its scenes ; 
It dwells on each meadow where artlessly playing 
The butterfly roams, and the humming bee gleans. 
O feir is the land, and its blossoms are sweet, 
And blooming its fields with the high-sweeping wheat ; 
Yet beauties like these ne'er such glow could impart, — 
'Tis the home of my fe-thers, and Mend of my heart. 

In the river that flows through yon shadowy vale 
There is little perchance to regard or admire, 
Yet I think of its waters so shallow and pale 
With a mixture of friendship and childish desire. 
Lo, the rocks by the ocean are gloomy and gimid, 
And proudly yon waves in the distance expand ; 
Yet thoughts such as these might like visions depart 
If in Cornwall J. hail'd not the friend of my heart. 

b2 
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Yes, my country, thy mem'ry I ever will prize, 
Where'er my light bark o'er life's ocean may steer ; 
And when mountains and lakes on my prospect arise, 
I'll think of a landscape, less &ir but more dear. 
There are treasures which bask in each cavernous dell, 
Which gleam in the palace, and shine on the mart, 
But it is not for these that I love thee so well — 
Thou'rt the home of my Others, and friend of my heart ! 



II. 



ROSALIE. SONG OF THE MAD LOVER. 

They tell me Rosalie is gone 
Beneath the ocean wide ; 

They tell me she is lost for aye. 
They tell me that she died. 

But, ah ! I do not credit them, 
In vain they moan and cry; 

I know she sank beneath the waves, 
I know she did not die ! 

Beneath the ocean is a world 
More &ir than ours above, 

Where innocence may safely dwell. 
With feith, and hope, and love. 
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O, there more fleetly flies the time, 

More sweetly glide the hours, 
And all the coral paths are strewn 

With never-dying flow'rs. 

'Tis there in peace my true love dwells 

Beneath the foaming sea ; 
In pea<5e— but not in happiness ! 

How can she happy be ? 

I am not there to dwell with her ; 

And could she e'er forget 
The constant faith she swore to me ? 

O no I she loves me yet. 

O, could I see her once again, 

And 'neath the ocean rove, 
With her, in crystal palaces, 

Or through the coral grove I 

It would be bliss upon the waves 

Of ocean but to tread I 
The foaming waters 'neath my feet. 

They shadow o'er her head. 

Then tell me not she's dead and gone, 

And do not moan and sigh ! 
I know she sank beneath the waves. 

But ah ! she did not die. 
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III. 
THE AGED HARPER's SONG. 

In days of yore, when young and gay, 

I laugh' d away the hours ; 
Showers gloom'd, but welcome even were they ; 

Young blossoms love the showers. 
Since then a world has praised my strain, 

Has echoed back each rhyme ; 
Ah, best delight, to dwell again 

On that loved boyish time ! 

The jasmine sweet, that blooms in May, 

In autumn leaves must shed. 
Yet smiled on by a sunny day 

Relifts its drooping head. 
And thus my trembHng form I train 

Through this far distant clime ; 
Yet half revive, if, once again, 

I think on that loved time. 

When, in a sweet delusive dream, 

I see my father's cot. 
The garden small, the village stream. 

Which ne'er will be forgot, 
O, with what heartfelt joy I bum. 

Whilst those dear church-beUs chime ! 
What visions of the Past return. 

Scenes of that boyish time I 
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I enter that loved cot, and see 

Before the blazing fire, 
M7 little sister on the knee 

Of him, my own dear sire : 
Up to my mother's lap I try 

Again a babe to climb — 
Wrapped in such dreams, Heav'n, let me die : 

Dreams of that boyish time ! 
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BALLAD. 



A KNIGHT rode forth, so legends tell, 

His steed his comrade only, 
To free a maid, whom wizard spell 
Had doom'd to slumber lonely. 
Singing, " Joy be my own I 
Fear ne'er this heart hath known." 

With ardent fire o'er mount and glade 

His martial courser bounded ; 
He fought the foes of that sweet maid, 
And cried by hosts surroimded, 
" Joy still be mine alone I 
Fear ne'er this heart hath known.'* 

And lo I at midnight's baleful hour 

Unearthly pow'rs he breasted ; 
A spectral troop around him cower 
From graves where erst they rested ; 
Still chants he there alone, 
" Fear ne'er this heart hath known." 
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At last the maiden roused from sleep 

In beauty beams before him : 
He feels an awe unearthly deep 
And dread is stealing o'er him; 
" Fear, thou at last art known ! 
Love made thee mine alone." 
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THE SPRITE OF THE FOUNTAIN. 



NARBATIVE BALLAD. 

' Neath the Hartz Mountain lived in a shadowy vale, 
In the liut of his Others, a forester bold ; 

Brave Cuno, whose ruddy cheek never was pale, 
Whose spirit was sturdy, as rough was his mould. 

And a daughter had Cuno, the loveliest maid 

That e'er gazed upon earth as the spring upon roses ; 

Her locks were the fern's gold-dust, stars of the glade, 
And her eyes of the hue the sweet bluebell discloses. 

And Liesa was feir as the lily of spring, 

Ere its blossoms have open'd to hail the sun's rays ; 

Her heart was unwoimded by passion's keen sting ; 
Like a row of bright pearls gleam'd her innocent days, 

One eve in the forest, while carelessly roaming. 
She chanced through a thicket of pinetrees to pass, 

And enter'd a dell, where a fountain was gloaming, 
That spdnkled its dew o'er the flow'rs and the grass. 
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Two elm-trees, their boughs and their foliage entwining, 
The ciystal source shaded with tenderest care ; 

And ^neath them the maid on the greensward reclining, 
First qnafiTd of those waters, then braided her hair. 

O'er the well of the fountain a colunm there rose. 
That a wreck of past times and dark ages appeared ; 

As a star through the haze of the summer-night glows. 
Its form in the mist of the waters it reared. 

And in characters Gothic and ancient and strange, 

These words on the stone of the column were traced : — 

" Enow, wherever she range, woman's heart cannot change; 
" Still on vanity placed, in the bower, in the waste. 

" Weak as the leaf that is torn by the bla^t, 
*.* Timid as lilies that shrink from the breeze, 

" Childish as spirits that mourn for the past, 
" And weaker, and vainer, and viler than these I 

" Let the maid who would prove that her* sex is still pure, 
'' Cast a stone in these waves, and the ordeal essay ! 

" Thrice renew she the trial ! If her virtue endure, 
" The angels of heaven are less holy than they." 

And the maid read the words. Lost in doubt, fear, and ire, 
One moment she stood as by visions entranced ; 

But her brow's crystal marble was flushed as with fire, 
Aiid the eloquent blood from her tender cheeks glanced. 
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And a stone in the waves of the fountain she daah^d ! 

Then a strain, soft and sweet, from the waters arose ; 
Like the gold of the sunbeams they brilliantly flashed — 

And lo ! at her feet a rich coronet glows I 

Of rubies, and diamonds, and emeralds braided, 

It wooed her rich tresses that gleam'd in the sun ; 
" These roses and lilies," cried Liesa, "are faded ! 

fiend of the fountain, — not thus am I won." 

And again in the waters a dark stone she cast; 

And again did that strain of sweet magic resound; 
The waves of the fountain were stirr'd by the blast — 

And a mirror of crystal before her she foimd. 

She gazed on its surface ; — an angel of light,— 
Yet no ! 'tis herself from the glass is reflected, — 

Herself, — but how lovely I " O heav'nly delight! " 
She waver'd, she paused, yet her senses collected : 

" Go, go, gleaming mirror, and sink in yon waters !" 

' Tis vanished. Deep silence. Lo, sunk is the sun. 
" Dark fiend, in the name of mortality's daughters, 

1 dare the bold ordeal : — not thtis am I won." 

And a pebble once more in the fountain she dash'd ; 

And there burst forth a chorus of melodies sweet ; 
Like the silvery moonbeams the rippling waves flash'd — 

And a slender youth knelt at the lovely maid's feet. 
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And he gazed on her eyes, — and his eyes too were bright, 
And he seiz'd on her hand, and he worshipped her charms : 

She waver'd, she felter'd, dark, dark was the night, — 
And the loVely maid sank in the water-sprite's arms ! 



l'envoy. 



LADY. 



What, dare you hint that love hath still 
Such potent sway o'er woman's will ? 
That even where vanity could fail. 
Or thirst for power, this must prevail ? 
Is't thus you woman's weakness prove 
And teach she must respond to love ? 

POET. 

Ah no ! forgive the careless strain ! 
I own 'twas light as air, and vain ; 
I sang what I but fencied true 
Through your caprice I CJorrect me, you : 
Frown on all others, &r or near. 
And whisper, " Only you are dear ! " 
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A SENTENCE. 



O, SHE is fair as heav'n or love, 

But she is false as fair ! 
Her smiles are gleams from skies above 

Wlieu sleeps the tempest there. 
Her eyes are deep and calm and bright 

As ocean^s azure main ; 
Beneath, the whirlwind sleeps in night 

And soon may burst its chain. 

Her tones are soft as evening's breeze 

That sighs along the vale ; 
Her thoughts are cold as leafless trees 

Stripped by keen winter's gale: 
Her face is lovely as the dream 

Of the young poet's soul ; 
Her heart, unscathed by feeling's gleam, 

Is icy as the pole* 
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Oh, why did heav'n such beauties mould 

And in such form combine, 
And leave them then, like senseless gold, 

Without the spark divine ? 
Why are those eyes like stars above 

The hearts of men to snare ? 
Why is she fair as fiiithiul love. 

And yet as &lse as fair ? 
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HERO AND DESPOT. 



The eagle soars from his mountain-nest 
With the headlong speed of light ; 

Mom's golden rays on his pinions rest, 
As he darts on his genial flight. 

Lord of the mountains, thy toils are begun ; 

On, boldly on, till thy goal thou hast won ; 

Mount, eagle, mount, to the sun, to the sun ! 

The vulture hies to his cavern nest 

From over the cliffs away ; 
Deep stains of blood on his pinions rest. 

He was struck as he seized his prey. 
Lord of the desert, go, hide in thy cave ! 
Nought from the dart of the himter could save ; 
Sink, vulture, sink, to the grave, to the grave ! 
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A FAMILY PICTURE. 



Three years of long-dilated expectation ! 

They come from o'er the hills, they come at last ; 
The more delay, the sweeter consummation ; 

The goal is nigh, the toilsome desert pass'd. 
Yes, bright Vienna ! though I friends have foimd 

Within, without, thy walls, these dear ones ever 
My heart hath sigh'd for ; this is " foreign ground ;" 

And on such ground beloved ones should not sever. 

Here for few months we thought to dwell, and then, \ 

To join ye in Italia o'er the moimtains ; 
But guile and wrong from evil-hearted men 

Detained us ; still our desert boasted fountains ! 
Fountains, ftdl sweet, whose memory, rainbow-hued. 

Shall long refresh the heart. But oh I 'tis well 
That ye do come, best friends ! and blithe the mood 

"With which we hail ye. — Is there not a spell 

In such blest meetings, after years have sped 
Of weary absence, — spell, transcending all 

Life's noisier joys ? What bliss to list their tread ! 
The echoes of their footsteps in the hall ! 
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Then, down to rush, and ludl them ; clasp them close. 

And gaze, and gaze again, iinsatisfied I 
Whilst their dear eyes in sadness, half jocose. 

Through tears and smiles yield greetings long denied ! 



All this is oyer. And to that first flush 

Succeeds a calm content ; each soul at quiet ; 

And now, demand and answer streamwise gush— 

# # « # » * 

Loved Eichard ! brave, and fi*ee, and noble-hearted, 

And thou, my second brother ! next to me, 
More like myself, too ; since we thus were parted, 

Ye oft rejoiced your brother / should be ! 
For ye conceive me — something — ^wonderful ! 

Ypur loving fancies deck my April lays 
With summer glories ; now, ye think to cull 

Fruits fi:om my fancy's garden, flow'rs and bays ! 

My mother, too, in life's meridian years. 

With that fond smile, whose memory, oft, ere now. 
My schoolboy pillow bathed with pleasant tears. 

To meet thy " poet son " right glad wast thou I 
That voice, of mortal voices still, methinks, 

The sweetest, vibrates on mine ear again ; 
Now swells, and now to softest cadence sinks, — 

The forest never own'd a clearer strain. 

And thou, my sire ! ♦ ♦ * * 
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But "why, why dwell o'er eve so fraught with bliss 

In dull, cold accents ? What is felt is felt ; 
And words are needless. If my soul owns this, 

Why seek such sunshine into gold to melt, 
And hoard ? Oh ! blest be ye, who thus return I 

Not wholly may I mock your aspirations 
For my dim future I Mai/ I laurels earn. 

And gain, some day, a name among the nations, 

If not for my sake, then for yours ! Meanwhile, 

Of all earth's gifts the dearest — this, be sure, — 
Is pure affection. That maternal smile 

Which watch'd our cradles, calmly shall endure 
Though earth first crown, and then forsake us. Peace, 

Fond song ! Why memory's book lay bare to sight ? 
One prayer I'll breathe, and then this strain shall cease, 

" Rest our hearts one, as one they were that night ! " 
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A TREFOIL. 



I. 

GREETING. 



Sweetly budding violet, 

Now in life's young springtide blooming, 

Witli each hour fresh rays assuming, 

Soon wilt thou thy friend forget ; 

And as shadows come and pass, 

Floating o'er the casement glass, 

So my form will flit before thee. 

So shall time to night restore me. 

To obHvion's midnight cold,— 

And the tale will then be told. 

Have we loved ? I scarce could say ; 
Yet how kindly met our glances ! 
O, the eye fond heralds lances, 
April gleams that welcome May. 
Then, how oft thy smile sought mine ! 
Felt'st thou not the thrill divine, 
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Wliich through all my frame hath tingled, 
When our thoughts have haply mingled ? 
O, thy blush was more than bright I 
Didst not share that fresh delight ? 

Still half child, and yet half maiden, 
Eveiy hour on lightsome wing 
Riper charms to thee shall bring, 
Like flie bee with honey laden : 
Yet so &ir appear^st thou now, 
With thine artless, snow-white brow, - 
^hat could I time's pinions stay. 
Ne'er should change thine early May ; 
Thou shouldst wander onwards never. 
But be child at^d maid for ever ! 



II. 

LAMENT. 

Thou hast pass'd away ! 
Fading like some £olden star. 

That one moment beams to vanish ; 
Like the wave, which breezes far. 

Ere our eyes can trace it, banish :-» 
All bright visions fleeting are. 
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Colder breezes play ; 
. And the flower, that erst soared smiling. 

Sinks and ^ides in wintry night ; 
Vainly softer zephyrs wiling 

Would rewake, 'neath starbeams bright ; 
List the dead no vows beguiling* 

Yes, in merry May^ 
In the prime of hope and joy, • 

Hath thy bud untimely perish'd; 
When first woke that blossom coy, 

All delights by sweet youth cherish'd 
'Gan thy gentle heart to buoy, 

Couldst thou not delay 7 
Must thou leave us thus in sorrow 7 

Scarce awoke — and wouldst thou sleep 7 
Lo, iresh charms earth^s meadows borrow, 

And in dews their blossoms steep : 
Hapless maid, for thee they weep I 

Scarce awoke — and wouldst thou sleep 7 
Wake, O, wake, — ^to-day I to-morrow ! 
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in. 



SONG. 



I MARKED a gentle flowVet 

Half buried in the glade ; 
I Heard a tiny songster, 

I saw a yonthful maid ! 
But that flow*ret*s breath was sweeter 

Than the lily of the vale, 
And that bird more rarely warbled 

Than the loving nightingale ; 
And that youthi^ maid was fidrer 

Than the nymphs of Temp^^s dale. 

The lovely flower was blasted 

By the cold and icy breeze, 
And the songster now lies buried 

'Neath the moss round yon oak-trees ; 
'And the simple, gentle maiden, 

She slimibers in the grave, 
While o'er her tomb the aspens 

Their mourning branches wave ; 
O nought, save rest beside her, 

I now on earth would crave I 
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lATEB. 



Her smiles were- destined to illume 

Some star of happier birth ; 
She was a flower too bright to bloom 

On the desert wilds of eaith : 
For here, where sultry tempests rage, 

And all that^s pure assail, 
Even she their wrath could scarce aasuage, 

Nor lull the fiery gale. 

She was a sweet, a spotless flower ; 

A lily : but her stem 
Could never brook the east-wind's power, 

Whose fury nought may hem : 
And even the evening dews, so sweet, 

"With the air that gently bore them, 
Her modest blossom could not meet. 

But softly closed before them. ' 

The zephyr, too, which lightly played 

"With every smiling rose. 
Could not sport with the lily that loved the shade, 

Nor &a her budding snows. 
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Then, let us not weep that that flow'r was borne 

To a milder, Mrer clime ! 
She blooms *neath Mercy's radiant mom, 

In the realms of endless time. 
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HYMN FOR THE ANNUNCIATION. 



"Ave, Maria ! " 
Thou hast smiled 
O'er the cradle of thy Son ; 

Whilst eastern monarchs 
Their treasures piled, 
To hail in its beauty, ptire and mild, 
Redemption's work b^on : 
Yes, thou hast smiled ! — 

By that happy hour 
When angels sang, 

And Judah's flower 
"From its &ir stem sprang, 
Heav'n gaze on us, in our hours of joy, 
As the mother smiled on her heavenly boy ! 

" Ave, Maria I »' 
Thou hast wept 
O'er the grave of thy glorious Son ; 
While Roman warders 
Their night-watch kept 
Where the Child of our Heav'nly Father slept, 
When His mortal race was nm : 
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Yes, thou hast wept I — 
By the darkness of grief 

Around her spread, 
As she mourned like a leaf 
When its flower lies dead, 
May love like hers, in deep distress, 
Be fountain of our wilderness ! 
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EPILOGUE TO MARCH AND APRIL 



Anb now, frail children of my youth, I yield ye 
To a grave world, too likely to mislead : 

Ye shrinking blossoms, no green leaves shall shield ye ; 
How should Fame's simshine e'er bestow your need ? 

Fresh violets please us in their deep recesses, 

But only roses smile when sunshine blesses. 

Now bards who woo the lyre to notes more tender, 
Perchance more true, shall bear the wreath away ; 

Whilst I, wild fency's thrall, a rash offender, 

May stand aside — how iax less blessed than they ! 

Yet let not envy or repining wake. 

Much hast thou won which none can from thee take : 

The joy of fresh conception, the deHght, 
The bold, free fervour of the hour of song. 

The &iry scenes that throng the inward sight. 

The boimding thoughts that bear the heart along : 

And if some springtide buds were immature. 

Autumn brings harvest : wait thou, and endure I 
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Alas, dear Father ! thou who first beheldest 

These young lays grow beneath my boyish pen,— 

My kindest poet-teacher, (best as eldest,) 
Thou ne'er shalt look upon me here again ; 

Ne'er with that smile of fond paternal pride, 

Which still too just severity denied ! 

Thou with thy father's love, thyself a poet, 

Ay, and a sweet one, though the world ne'er knew, — 
(Perchance that world, though, some day yet may know 

it,) 

Full prompt wast thou to yield me more than due ; 
To crown me with the garland of thy praise, 
Whose memory makes me love these boyish lays. 

Father, dear Either, in a foreign land 

Thou liest low ; and even if England ever 

Should own thy son amongst her poet band. 

Should count among her stores his poor endeavour. 

One of fame's choicest boons ne'er mine can be, 

One glowing glance of joy to win from thee 1 

Yet others live, for whom, whose hearts to please, 
I gladly bays would win : but, in my song, 

Howe'er my heart esteems, I'll name not these : 
For who would bare his spirit to the throng ? 

Here, then, I end, — with little chance, alas I 

Of winning heart-responses from the ma»ss. 
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Why should they heed my fency's airy lore ? 

' Deax England ! if thou wilt not maxk my lays, 
Still let me prize thee fondly, as of yore ; 

Nor sour'd by cold neglect, nor puff 'd by praise ; 
Still let me serve thee with a willing heart 1 
I love thee, for I know thee, what thou art : — 

The hope of Christendom and Freedom's home ; 

The land where Antichrist (so trusts my spirit,) 
ShaU not prevail, tho' rough war's waves should foam, 

Or ease and wealth sap slow ; thou dost inherit 
The worthiest birthright nation e'er has won. 
And I am proud that I am call'd thy son. 

O, let me aid, whatever my power, my station. 
In thy great warfare, 'gainst all powers of ill ; 

Yea, let me work to ward fierce desolation 

From thy loved vales, the vales which fi:eemen till ! 

Prize me, or slight me, if my God allow, 

England, I'll serve thee truly ! — take the vow. 
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DREAM-WORLD. 



Youth dwells in Fancy's world of light ; 
Ask not for feet or substance here I 
Irradiations fleet as bright 
That prophesy a hidden sphere, 
These are the painter's airy hues. 
Take what he yields, or eke refuse. 
For Fancy liath her morning dues. 
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THE SEA NYMPHS' SONG. 




'Mid the deep azure waters 

We mermaids recline, 
Blue Ocean's bright daughters, 

Who love not, nor pine ; 
Whose magical voices 

Are heard o'er the deep, 
Whilst silence rejoices 

To wake from her sleep. 

We sigh not, we weep not ; 

No sorrow is ours ; 
We rest not and sleep not 

In moon-lit hours : 
But when day rules the heaven, 

Ere the sunbeam fades, 
Soft slumber is given 

To Ocean's maids. 

Then, when night shrouds that ocean, 

And faint stars beam, 
And moonlight devotion 

Wraps earth in its dream, 
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We rise 'mid the waters 

And gaily entwine, 
Blue Ocean's young daughters, 

We sea-nymphs divine. 

Then each mermaid-arm gleameth 

Like snow through the waves, 
And each billow that streameth 

Our dark tresses laves ; 
And each zephyr that passeth 

Our soft lips to kiss, 
The azure main glasseth 

With whispers of bliss. 

And round us, and o'er us, 

Beneath, above. 
Waves and zephyrs adore us, 

And sue for our love ; 
And the starbeams in gladness 

Our senses steep, 
And passion's soft madness 

Is over the deep. 

Then we bend us, disporting. 

Like lake-lilies fair. 
Which blush at the courting 

Of night's gentle air ; 
Now fondly enwreathing 

Each sister to greet, 
Now melody breathing 

In chorus sweet. 
g2 
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Lo, when ocean and heaven 

Are join'd in delight, 
And soft rest is given 

To nature by night, * 
When on billows reclining 

Is hushed the fond breeze, 
Our voices combining 

Are heard o*er the seas. 

O, linger not near us. 
Ye children of clay. 

But know us, and fear us. 
And haste ye away I 

No mortal may hear us. 
Too sweet is our lay. 

'Mid the deep azure waters 

We mermaids recline. 
Blue Ocean's bright daughters 

Who love not, nor pine ; 
Who know not of sadness. 

Who dream not of woe. 
But revel in gladness 

The waters below. 
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AN OPIUM SMOKER'S VISION. 



On my couch of gold I lie, 
On my yielding ottoman ; 

Starlit clouds around me fly, 

Hither, thither, twisting, twining. 
Like a swarm of fire-flies shining 
In the vales of Astracan : 

Clouds of clear and sparkling hues 

All my thoughts in mists confuse. 

Vapours o'er the moon are passing, 
Still I mark the midnight blue. 
And the stars are peeping through. 

But the clouds mine eyes are glassing ! 

Gleams of light yet faintly glancing, 

Zephyrs sighing, meteors dancing ; 

Ah ! what visions, sofl, entrancing I 

Breezes play upon my brow ; 

And, amidst them, fairy creatures, 
^Tiny forms and Peri features. 
Greet me, fan me, touch me now ! 
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Ah, what raptures — sweet delight — 
Pause, oh ! fly not, forms of light ! — 
"Woe ! they pass, and all is night. 

Night and silence — darkness drear — 
Lo, beneath the earth I languish ; 

Angry djins have bound me here, 
Left me prey to fear and anguish ; 

Night and silence — darkness drear ! 

Ha ! a ray has burst upon me ! 
Peri eyes are gleaming on me — 
Lo, the mists retire, unfold, 

Light disclosing ; 
And a hall of green and gold ; 

Where, reposing 
On a broken column there. 
Three bright spirits of the air, 
Soft as doves, as houris feir. 
Half-erect, and half-reclining, 
Stand like blossoms intertwining. 
Pearls around their necks they bear 

From the coral sea ; 
Flow'rs within their locks they wear, 
Ruby gems, and diamonds rare — 

And they smile on me ! 

Now they turn in graceful measure. 
As with dreaming mystic pleasure, 
O'er the waves 'neath moonlight's ray, 
Sister lilies gently play ; 
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When the waters of the lake 
Eippling, flowing, 

From their silent reverie wake, 

And the young night-breeze is blowing. 

Lo, they twine, and then dissever, 

Fljdng, yet ret;ming ever, 

Faster, slower — slower, &ster ; 

And their arms of alabaster. 

Pure and bright as coral cells, 

Where the ocean-beauty dwells. 

Still towards me for aye are bending, 

Bays of wondrous magic sending I 

Lo ! I burst the chains that boimd me ; 
Lo ! I rush to hail those charms, 
Bush to touch those snow-white arms — 

Ha ! they sink, they fe,de around me ! 

And their essence, frail as &ir,' 

Peri-forms— dissolves in ah- ! 

Onward I onward! crystal walls — 
Buby foimtains, diamond halls — 
Hark, the voice of music calls ! 
Strain of magic, sinking, swelling. 
Haste thee through the Peri's dwelling !" 
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Lo, a terrace : heaven above me ; 
And below a gentle lake ; 
Stars on high to watch and love me ; 
O'er the waves my course I'll take. 
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Marble steps with speed descending, 
In a boat that 'waits me there, 
I embark me : lowly bending. 
For acacia branches &ir 
O'er the waves their arms extending, 
' Court the kisses of the air. 

Lo, on the waters now I ride, 
And softly doth the vessel glide : 
Around the lake, like Spahis bold. 
That stand as midnight sentinels 
Where in his fort the Aga dwells, 
Forests of pine-trees I behold: 
The midnight breeze is sharp and cold. — 

But lo ! what form is standing there, 

Half-framed of light, and misty air, 

A wanderer from some spirits' realm, 

There, at the helm ? 

And at the poop another beams 

As in the night some firefly gleams — 

Bright radiance from his membei*s streams ! 

And lo, behind his neck, two wings 

To meet the zephyr's kiss he flings. 

And hark ! he speaks, he chants, he sings — 

" Sister dear ! 
Sister dear ! 
What curious mortal have we here ? 
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Tiuce thy flight 
Through darksome night 
To our own celestial sphere, 
Sister dear 1 " 

They rise, they rise ; toward azure skies 
The winged bark up, upwards, flies ! 
And I within— we mount, we soar, 
We haste, we fly ! yet more and more^ 
I list the spirit's mystic lore. 

" Away and away to our region above ! 
Sweet sister, dear sister, lie thou on my breast. 
And my wings shall bend o'er thee and fan thee to rest : 
And my soft voice shall lull thee to slumbers of love, 
While we haste on our course to that region above. 
Oh, who that could soar to yoii star of delight. 
Would rest on this earth of sad dimness and night ? 
Oh who that could mount to a happier sphere 
Would suffer and weep for lost Paradise here ? 
Away and away, with the speed of the wind I 
Cold earth and her night-lamp are long left behind. 
O, seest thou the glory that dawns from afar I 
We near thee, we near thee, thou Fortunate Star ! 
Yet nearer, my sister ! It comes, the fell shock 1 
Like a vessel that strikes on some adamant rock. 
Our bark of the ether, now floating in space, 
Must encounter the star of the Fortimate Race ; 
And the atmosphere round it, though purer than snow. 
May hurl back our bark to the dull void below. 
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Sweet sister, yet nearer, now wake from thy rest ; 
Cast thy arms roimd me, cling, firmly cling to my breast ! 
We are there, we are there— lo, the vapours of air 
Are wreathing before us — ^beware, oh ! beware ! " 

Allah, save ! I sink, I die — 
Rushing through the airless space — 
Prophet, pardon ! Allah, grace I 
In the deadly whirlwind's van. 
Space and void, — ^nor light, nor air. 
Woe — destruction — death-;— despair ! 

On my yielding ottoman. 
On my couch of gold I lie. 
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THE BREEZE OF SPRING. 



The Spirit of the Breeze, 
O'er the happy valleys swept, 

Past the young leaves of the trees, 
By the buds that folded slept. 

Singing ever, freshly singing. 

While around him sweetness flinging. 
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O joy ! O joy I The Spring is come. 

And I am Spring's first blithesome Breeze, 

Who hither am flown, from my western home, 

To sport with the buds that now smile on the trees. 

And to court the yoimg blossoms, still &irer than these. 

Ye roses, smile, for your pla3rmate is here ! 

I have seen old Time on a snowy bier 

The dark winter bury ; so do not fear I 

Ope, lily — smile, snowdrop, — ^the Spring is here. 

The Spring, and the gentle Breeze." 



Then a sweet voice of melody silence broke. 
And all the feir blossoms from slimiber awoke : 
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t 

" Wake, sisters, wake. 
For the Spring's dear sake I 
The water-lilies now heave on the lake ; 
Wake, for the Spring, and the young Breeze's sake ! " 

The flow'rets ope their fragrant bells. 
And the strain of spirit-music swells 
As each her tale of gladness tells : 
" Speed, O speed to me, 
Happiest Breeze of Spring ! 
Hitherward thy light coiurse wing I 
I have sweets for thee : 
Buds of crimson, azure, gold. 
All for thee their rays unfold. 
Come, and bask within my breast. 
To my velvet bosom press'd. 
By my mute caresses bless'd : 
I will tell thee blithest tales 
Of my dreams the winter through; 
I will court no summer gales 
But to thee for aye be true." 

In vain, in vain, 
Their dulcet strain 
Ascends the sky ; 
The Breeze of Spring 
On lightsome wing 
Away doth fly, 
Joy and life around him flinging. 
Singing ever, freshly singing. 
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" O joy ! O joy ! the Spring is come, 
And I am Spring's first sportive Breeze, 
Who hither am flown fi:om my western home, 
To play with the buds that now smile on the trees, 
And to kiss the yoimg blossoms still &irer than these, 
O joy ! the Spring is come." 
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FAIRYLAND. 



A FANTASY. 



^ 



Hark ! hark ! the light bells are ringing ; 

The night-flowers chime th^ faiiy hour : 

In the lily's buds magic voices are singing, 

" Come from each elfin haunt, come from each golden 

bower, 
Troop ye, and speed ye, — no Gnomes to harm us lour, — 
Dance in the forest-ring, — this is the fairy hour." 

Hark ! hark ! the roses are waking, 

Forth from their blossoms light spirits leap ; 

Their floral caves in haste forsaking, 

From prinu-ose and snowdrop flower-maidens are breaking. 
Their lips and tresses in dew they steep, 

And bright as the rays of the morning sun. 

They step from their mansions one by one. 

But lo ! yonder, in elm-tree's shade. 

The gleaming stone that like diamonds shines, — 

It moves 1 it moves ! was't the moonbeams play'd ? 

Was it their shadow that danced in the glade, 
Peeping through yon leafy pines ? 
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No, no, no I It moves again : 

Hark to that sweet, that feiry strain I 

Forth it streams, the Elfin Train. 

They come, they come, from their realms below, 

Where pearls and rubies like flowVets glow ; 

Forth like the blue waves of ocean they flow. 

On they sweep— yet on — ^yet on ; 

On to the ring, whelre the moonbeams fell. 

Where the flowers' young spirits their playmates call. 

Lo ! midnight's shadows are past— ^xe gone : 

A thousand torches beam around, 

And cast their rays o'er the haunted ground. 

O, gaily beams each elfin dame 

As she lightly trips along ; 
In her fairy eyes gleams a magic flame, 
And the flower-bom Spirit breathes her name 

In the gentle tones of song. 
And the elfin lords, in their vesture bright, 
GHde o'er the moss in the moonbeams' light; 
O fair is the Fairy Forest to-night I 



Hark I hark I what magic notes 

From yon bending reeds are pouring ? 
Sweetly and gaily their melody floats: 
And lo 1 on yon waters, what lightsome boats I 
What chorus sweet from those barks is soaring ! 
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Lo, in the ring they lightly dance, 

Hither, hither I 
Elfin eyes in rapture glance : 
Darts of love the fair ones lance ; 
Round, and round, and round they go, 
Slow and fest — ^and iast and slow : 
Now with sober, milder pace. 
Gliding on with gentle gi-ace ;, 
Now in wild and boisterous measure, 
Free they give the reins to pleasure, — 
Love is now life's choicest treasure. 

See, see, 'neath yonder tree. 
Lovers greeting tenderly I 
Some to the rose's blossoms hie. 
Perchance to sip, perchance to sigh. 

Odours rare 

Perfume the air ; 
All is fresh, and fond and fair. 

Hark I hark I hark I wilder they leap, 

Louder the magic strams resoimd ; 
No time is this to crawl or creep, 
Eound, and roimd, and round they sweep, 
Wilder, and gayer, and higher they leap ; 

In frantic mirth they bound around, 

O'er the moss and haimted ground. 

The locks of the dalnsels are floating in air, 
Their snow-white pinions dance here, dance there ; 



FAIBYLAND. 97 

The elfin youtlis are void of care, 
Their mistress' lips to pf ess they dare, 
They woo in rapture the bright, the fidr I 

Wilder, wilder, fester, fe^r 
Twined in arms of alabaster, 

Roimd the Mry ring they spring ; 
Wilder, wilder, faster, fester, 

Konnd, and round, and roimd the ring ! 

Hark ! ihe morning bell ! 

The bluebells wake 

By yonder lake ; 
The coming hour of dawn they tell ! ' 

Broken is the fahy spell ; 
Died away the magic strain, 
Simk 'neath earth the elfin train ; 
And the spirits of the flowers. 
Hid within their firagrant bowers. 

The feast is done : 

Lo ! dawns the sxm. 
They come, they come, the morning hours ! 
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DIRGE OP THE LAST FAIRY. 



She sleeps where echoes slumbetii 

In loneliest forest glade ; 
Of hosts no tongue could number, 
The last was that pure maid. 

There 'mid the harebells bright 

She laid her down to die ! 
When in her soul was night, 

And night was in the sky. 

And whilst she pass'd away 

Into space or gentle air, 
This £dnt complaining lay 

Breathed forth her lips so &.ir : — 

" My sisters have perish'd, and left me alone ; 

Earth slighted and mocked them, and earth they have 

flown. 
When songs are not chanted, can echoes float on ? 
Can shadows still dance when their substance is gone ? 
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/ 

As each colour lives in the sun's warm ray, 

And fades in its absence to nought away, 

So in poet's gay fancy and lover's fond truth 

Lay the source of our beauty and endless youth. 

Still one bard lived with a soul of flame, 

And &ncies gentle as ringdoves tame ; 

But vainly he sang to the woods and the skies, 

Earth mocked him, heav'n claims him ; this night he dies. 

" Oh, he was hope's last remaining link 
That held me back from the grave's dark brink. 
Now faint is my soul as this closing lay, 
And I, with the beautiful, pass away." 
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SONG OF POESY, 



All hail ! all hail ! do ye mark my form ? 

Have ye loved me well ? 
I dance on the sunshine, I ride in the storm ; 
In the depths of the night, 
And in all that is bright, 
I dweU. 

Morning is shining, fresh Poesy 's there, 
pay is declining, still haimts she the air ; 
Glides o'er the billows when fiercest they strive. 
Parts in the lightnings, the pine-tree that rive : 

Joying or pining. 

Lowering or shining. 
Earth is her playmate, its glory is she. 
Life, space, and time, hers for ever must be. 



I dwell in the youthful poet's heart, 
I speak in his heav'n-born lay ; 

My guide is nature, my vassal art. 
My laws do ap creatures obey, 
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Nor dwell I alone 
In each minstrel tone ; 
No, the soul, — yes, the soul, is my regal throne. 

Zeal that the warrior's breast inspires, 
I wake ; I light true valour's fires. 
And friendship's cares and pity's throes 
I conjure from the soul's repose. 

Yet more, far more. 

Yes, higher fer I soar. 

When Love's first trembling sigh is breath'd 

Through the conscious air. 
When his rose - chain is first rotmd the young heart 
wreath'd, 

I am there, yes, there I 

I paint the blush with its tell-tale glow, 

That beams as the violet couch'd in the snow ; 

I woo the sigh from thought's innermost cell, 

Its tale of enchantment and rapture to tell ; 

I call up the tear to bright magical eyne 

That curbeth the proudest to kneel at Love's shrine. 

* 

But more, far more. 

Yes, higher fer I soar. 
I number the stars in their gleaming array ; 
I carol a Power, how far purer than they I — 
Then wings my dear Sister from regions on high 
(However I queen it, her handmaid am I), 
And she smiles a blest silence, and points to the sky. 

h3 
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MAY-TIDE. 



Now the silvery twilight blendethj 
With the riper light of mom ; 
Human hearts and hopes are waking, 
And the reaper reaps the com, 
And the merchant opes the ledger, 
And the huntsman winds the horn. 
Lo, another day id bom, — 

Yes, another day is bom. 

♦ « ♦ « ♦ 

But May hath haply frost and blight ; 
At dawning falls unlooked-for night;-— 
At evening time it shall be light. 
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ENGLAND. 



England, my England, noblest land of earth ! 
Land of the &xr, the truthful, and the free ! 
Of conscious pride, and wisely-tempered mirth. 
Patron of arts, and home of liberty, 
Where'er I rove, still turns my heart to thee. 
There is a potent magic in thy name. 
Thou long and far-£uned mistress of the sea, 
That makes thy children aye their mother claim, 
With the quick flush of blood, that o'er their brows will 
flame. 

Though on the sunburnt shores of Inde they stray. 
Across the ocean, in a distant clime, 
A smile of love will o'er their features play. 
When, tracing back the ravining course of time. 
They think on theCj and all thy bards sublime ; 
Shakspere and Milton, who inspired have told 
Of earthly beauty and Satanic crime ; 
And in their wondrous strains, with rapture bold, 
Man's inward heart of hearts, and heaven's own spheres 
unfold. 
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These are thy sons, my England, thine alone : 
What land can boast such glorious lords of song ? 
Of arts and empire thine is stiU the throne ; 
Myrtle and laurel-wreath to thee belong. 
And lo I to claim their dues thy heroes throng ; 
Nelson and Howe ; and he, thy warrior brave, 
Thy Wellington, that valiant host among, 
Thy triumph sealed on laad, and ocean's wave ; 
And well their coimtry's love as laurelled meed may crave. 

Erin, our army's leader is thy child ; 
Yet will I hail him ill our roll of &ine. 
Our calmer courage and thy valour wild, 
Uniting in one sun of light shall flame. 
And put our Britain's foes to lasting sham^ 
Oh, be the feuds of ancient days forgot ! 
Are not our bards, our sons of song, the same ? 
And should the sister isles divide their lot ? 
No, still shall Britain rule, disparted, weaken'd, not ! 

Thine is the soul of music, and the mirth 
Of nature, yea, the inborn gift of joy; 
In smiles and tears, the rainbow of the earth, 
Thy genial humour seems our hearts to buoy. 
May not thine energies thy peace destroy I 
Thy daughters' beauty and thy sons' fierce might 
Were rarely matched. Let not that voice decoy 
Which bids thee hail thy dawn in England's night, 
ni ne'er atoned for ill, and wrong was never right. 
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Scotia, tkou tome of the wild mountaineei', 
And science' gravest students, — ^where combined 
Nature and art, the smiling and austere, 
The highland clansman and the learned hind, 
Broad heaths of fern and marts of wealth we findt 
Land of a Bruce, a Bums, a Scott, with pride 
We hail thee; and thy thistle firmly bind 
To rose and shamrock. Envious foemen, chide ! 
Britain shall scorn your crimes, in freedom thus allied. 

Nor must my lay refuse its tribute due 
To thee, romantic Wales : thou land of fire, 
Heroic, deathless, — ^to thy moxmtains true, 
Thy liberties, thy tongue, thy Heavenly Sire ; 
Vainly, through centuries, did earth aspire 
To crush thy valour. Shall I hail thee not ? 
Thy child I am not, yet must fain admire 
Thy gallant past, — thence blend thy future lot 
With Britain's fortunes. Wales shall never be forgot. 

• 

And thou, New World beyond the Atlantic water ; 
Vast federation, unto whom pertains 
The empire of the future, — glorious daughter 
Of mother great, whom myriad bardic straias 
Shall garland with high praises : Europe wanes 
While thy proud sxm scales heaven. Oh, spite of scorn. 
Of wrath, of strife, thy blood our blood remains, 
Thy tongue our tongue, and wondrous is thy mom 
Of preternatural might, thou Britain's eldest bom 1 



^ 
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Yet, England, yet again, to thee I turn : 
Dearest of these &ined lands art thou to me ; 
Still for thy daisied meads my heart will yearn, 
And Erin's beauty, Scotia's majesty. 
However bright, I cannot love like thee. 
Nor blame ye this ; all prize their childhood's home : 
And thou, my native land, the star shalt be, 
To which, though winds and waves around me foam. 
Still through life's roughest storms my spirit's thoughts 
shall roam. 

England, thou land of sweet wild flowers, and streams 
Rippling thro' moss-green vales, where woodbine wild 
And lily blossom 'neath the golden beams 
Of laughing May, and Zephyr's self beguiled 
Lists the sweet nightingale, — ^I am thy child, 
And as thy child must love thee. Through thy dews 
Gaze the blue violets with glances mild ; 
And myriad notes of joy, and fairy hues, 
Into my bounding heart affection's pride infuse. 

Long hast thou now the home of freedom been ; 
Long have thy statesmen firmly watched thy helm ; 
A Pitt, a Chatham, at that post were seen, 
And earth has hailed thee as her noblest realm. 
Oh, shall the waves of faction overwhelm 
Thy glories ? Boxmteous Heaven, my country save I 
The cedar moulders, tempests crush the elm ;-^- 
But let not Britain sink in midnight's grave : 
Father of mercies I guard the free, the true, the brave I 
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A church that wields an influence, chaste, benign, 
That boasts an Andrews', Wilson's, Heber's &me ; 
That claims with truth an origin divine, 
A beacon lit to dazzling error's shame ; 
A chart that shines with freedom's temper'd flame, 
Commerce that spreads her realm o'er land and sea. 
Conquest, and power, with Hberty their aim : 
If these bright gifts of Heaven maintain'd can be, 
Britaia shall beam in light for earth's etemitj. 
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THE SPRINGTIDE OF EARTH. 



In the days when fair earth, from dark «haos awaking, 

First beam'd in her pride like the fi^sh rose of spring ; 
When mountain and vale from night's gloomy mists 
breaking. 
First boxmd the young star in one adamant ring ; 
When the flowVets but died, when their sister flowers 
smiling 
With odours ecstatic had ravished their breath. 
And the hours with embraces of passion beguiling. 

Had twined roimd those blossoms and kiss'd them to 
death, — 

In those days of youth's rapture, man roam'd in delight 

O'er earth's moxmtains and vales, o'er the mead and the 
fell; 
Unfetter'd and bold as the wild eagle's flight 

He pierced the dark forest, he roved the green dell ; 
Now resting at noontide in sunmier's blithe bowers. 

Now onward, yet onward, with lightning speed bounding, 
Now twining fresh chaplets of earth's fondest flowers. 

Now breasting the waters, dark dangers surrounding. 
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'Twas the season of youth, when wild passion must guide, 

When our hatred is fierce as our love is divine, 
When the blood storms within as the ocean's deep tide. 

And torture and joy in one spirit combine. 
More bright were the flowVs than the blossoms now 
beaming. 

More fell was the serpent that slumbered beneath, 
Earth's horrors were dark as her splendours were gleaming, 

And rapture and anguish were twined in one wreath. 

Earth's springtide hath vanish'd, her autumn hath come. 

More faint are her pleasures, less deep her despair, 
Man roams not in ireedom, but seeks him a home, 

And toils for earth's riches with labour and care. 
Less brightly the sun on his earthly bride glances. 

Less wildly the ocean now heaves his white breast, 
The rapture of passion less fiercely entrances. 

And earth and her children are sinking to rest^ 
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THOUGHT. 



Yea, joy on earth must blend with sorrow ; 
Without a night there dawns no morrow, 
And ecstasy will ever borrow 

Its sweetest charm from vanished grief: 
Where dark leaves frown the bright flower groweth, 
Most after storms gold sunshine gloweth ; 

For all but sweet as endless bliss 
In other spheres, is kind relief 

From bygone pains and woes in this. 
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A LIFE EPISODR. 



I. 

Forms of more dazzling beauty 
Have passed my sight before ; 

Such eyes of faithful hazel, 
O never, never more. 

Voices of keener sweetness 
Were haply framed by art, 

But thy low voice and gentle 
Steals in, and fills the heart. 

It is the sweet reluctance 
That still averts thy gaze. 

That most enthralls, and wins me, 
Till lips forget to praise. 

Two natures in thy being 

Have met to witch my youth ; 

The south's impassioned radiance, 
The north's calm peace and truth. 
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One charm attracts and thrills me 
Till all my nerves are fire, 

But then a purer homage 
Doth wondering awe inspire. 

I ask if most I covet, 

Or haply most adore. 
And only this may answer, 

" I LOVE for evermore ! " 



II. 

" Weht dost thou look at me with asking eyes 
That drag, against my wiU, too kind replies ? " 

So seem thy downcast glances, sweet, to say, 
Or does too rash a confidence betray ? 

Doth not an answering glow thy bosom heave ? 
Or can that darling blush my heart deceive ? 

That fixed and sacred earnestness of mood, 
Would it not say, " My heart to thine is good" ? 

Dear German phrase ! No ear hath heard thee flow, 
Yet, do I doubt the sweet confession ? No I 

Our hands have, touched, our hearts together cling ; 
Thus breathe the myriad voices of the spring. 

i2 
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III. 

O THE tender nameless grace 

Dwells within my darling's face I 

O the music of her voice ! 

O the eyes that will rejoice ! 
O the flush that hues the white 
With a tinge of summer's light, 
When our happy eyes imite ! 

Is there aught in mine or me 

Worthy thus beloved to be ? 

Ask not I seek not 1 Love is still 

Vassal to its own dear will ; 

Owns not reason's leaden power : 

If she loves, let envy lower ! 

Love the night with suns can dower. ] 



rv. 



FLOWERS of the springtide season 
That grow on these uplands wild, 

1 will pluck you to deck her bosom ; 
Not vainly your buds have smiled. 
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Not only for wandering breezes, 

Or sunbeams so light and free, 
But her innocent glances shall bless you — 

O flowers, rejoice with me ! 

She shall look on you kindly, O flowers. 

For your sake, and haply mine : 
Who knows ? She may kiss you, and lay you 

Where death would be divine. 



V. 

They watch us closely, maiden dear. 
And envious eyes are round us here. 

O, for one hour to stray 
'Midst yon green forests, side by side, 
To breathe what Nature could not hide. 

What silence must betray ! 

To hold that gentlest hand in mine. 
To proffer incense at the shrine 

Of that translucent soul-^- 
And yet, 'tis well, this should not be ! 
Heav'n I if she must be torn from me^ 

O, teach me self-control I 

i3 
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VI. 

Nay, it is something this fate to have proved, 
Something to love, and to know I am loved ! 
Now is it spoken, now aU is confessed. 
And she has clung like a dove to this breast, 
Stifling the sweet voice that bade me depart. 
E'en while her heart sprang to welcome my heart. 

Dearest of maidens, that love-cradled fear, 
Made thee how potently, namelessly dear ! 
Ever my heart would the echoes repeat. 
Of that fond chiding, too artlessly sweet. 
O happy earth I O all bountiiul May 1 
, " Lov'st thou me ?" " Lov'st thou me?" " Ever and aye. 



VII. 

O THAT stroll across the meadow, 
Shall my bounding heart forget, 

Where her light form cast no shadow, 
And we found the violet ? 

For that little flower spoke plainly, 
What no poet's pen could trace, 

What the brain might toil for vainly, 
But the heart and soul embrace. 
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" As my blossom's hue reflecteth 

Yonder azure skies above, 
So her soul to thine inclineth, 

And her atmosphere is love," 

Round and roimd the birds were winging, 
What they sang we took small heed, 

For our very hearts were singing. 
And that was a song indeed. 

All the marvel of existence 

Flashed upon our raptured view. 
What this world meant, life's rare riddle, 

Couched within the blossom blue. 

O that stroll across the meadow. 

Shall my boxmding heart forget. 
Where her light form cast no shadow, 

And we found the violet ? 



VIII. 

I LOVE her, O I love her. 

As the west wind loves the rose. 
As the azure heav'n above her 

For the moon, his minion, glows ; 
As the starbeams greet the fountain. 
And the white clouds fold the mountain, 
So I greet, and fold, and love her, 
And my head; its treasure knows. 

i4 
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I greet her, yes, I greet her. 

As the soil dews gem the flow'r, 
As when sweeter, aye, and sweeter 

Dies her prayer at midnight hour, 
LiHes waft her odours pining, 
'Neath her casement intertwining, 
So I pine, and love, and greet her. 
And she knows her matchless powV. 

I fold her, O I fold her, 

As the leaves embrace the blossom. 
And when twilight airs grow colder, 

Still more fondly shroud its bosom; 
As from childhood's slumber tender 
Angel wings ward each offender, 
So I love, and greet, and fold her. 

And woxdd die to shield my blossom t 



IX. 

He promised me 

And will not be deterred ; 
And e'en coxdd seraphim descend. 
And call him false, — ^which heav'n forefend !■ 

I could not doubt his word. 
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He promised me 

Hither his steps to bend, 
And in our friendliest beechen grove, 
Discourse of beav'n, and truth, and love. 

While evening shades descend. 

He promised me. 

And nought shall bar his way I 
Not all the charms of ease and mirth, 
Not all the ills and woes of earth. 

Not hosts in proud array. 

He promised me I 
So even if death coxdd close 
Those loving eyes in sudden night. 
Which beam with Maytide morning's light. 
His soul would ne'er repose 
But rove to me I 

He promised me. 
The vesper bell resounds ! 
And lo I a cadence, onward leaping. 
My heart would ken, awake or sleeping. 
Toward our tryst-place bounds. 
'Tishel 'tis he I 
He promised me I 
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X. 

When thy dear voice its happy cadence wakes, 
Each lingering shade my anxious heart forsakes, 
And from its soil a world of magic breaks. 

From my poor heart a thousand flow'rs leap forth, 
A thousand gleams of radiance from the North ! 
O, thou hast dower' d me with thy priceless worth. 

I know myself no more, I seem to be 

Rich in all loveliness and melody : 

'Tis thou, beloved, dwell'st and glow'st in me. 



XI. 

" Dearest, let the world oppress thee, 

Let misfortTine blast or doom. 
Here 's a simple heart shall bless thee, 

Till it sleeps within the tomb. 
Art thou all my glad hopes painted. 

Heir of feme and fortime's pride ? 
Or grieFs ftigitive attainted ? 

Am I less thy spirit's bride ? 
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" In this morning's roseate splendour, 

Beats my heart thy joys to share ; 
And in sorrow's gloom imtender, 

Could it shrink to part thy care ? 
When the amorous sunlight crown'd us, 

Easy seem'd the lover's part ; 
'Tis but when the night has found us 

That we prize a faithiul heart." 



XII. 

Say, had'st thou loved another 
Before our eyes had met ? 

O, if thyself should'st swear it, 
I 'd trust thy nature yet. 

Thy tender springtide being 
Might haply yield a ray 

Of sunny life and gladness, 
To light a drooping day. 

But, love ? Ah, no, beloved, 
True life hath now begun ; 

Unconsciously our beings 
Have trembled into one. 
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We haply drew together 
Beneath the spell unknown, 

Till each heart knew the other 
Eeflected back its own. 

And aU thy springtide candour, 

And sweet simplicity, 
And aU thy tender beauty. 

Were hived for me— for me ! 

For me, and ne'er another. 

No doubt shall wound my breast ; 

I love thee, I enfold thee I 
And dream not of the rest. 



XIII. 

Must we then part awhile ? 

Can &,te demand 
That I shoxdd miss thy smile. 

Nor touch thy hand ? 
Must that dear loving heart 

Wearily pine ? 
Mine thou art, mine thou art,- 

And I rest thine. 
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O hours, long weary years 

In you shall flow, 
Sole solace, sighs and tears, 

Till the mom glow, 
Till the broad light of day 

Crown thee my bride : — 
Far away, watch and pray I — 

Heav'n shall provide. 



XIV. 

Can I forget thee ? 

Yes, if the night 
Shrinks from the stars 

That are all its delight ; 
If the cold winter 

Bared of green friends 
Hails not the azure 

That over it bends. 

Shall I forget thee ? 

Yes, if this heart 
Ceases to treasure 

All that thou art I 
Then must my being 

Wholly decay. 

Life with thine image 

Passing away. 
* * * * 
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XV. 

And have I lost thee ? — ^Art thou gone, 
Thou child of hope and light ? 

Thou blithest, thou most loving one ! 
Ah, yet more sweet than bright I 

O dearest maid, thy soul was mine 1 

It hath not left me, — ^no I 
But could I love and yet resign ? 

Or living let thee go ? 

Did fate forbid the parting word 
That might our soxds betray ? 

My heart the secret promise heard 
And trusts, will trust, for aye. 

O, it shall sound, the golden hour 
That leads thee to my breast ; 

Till then earth owns not one sole dower 
To solace my imrest. 



Heaven, carCst thou rend ? — ^Thou know'st alone ! 

But, if it shoxdd be thus. 
Why frame our natures bliss to own. 

And then, then shatter us ? 
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XVI. 

Still thy broad leaves are growing 

E'en as they bloom' d, old tree, 
When I, through the greenwood gomg 

My dearest met by thee ; 
The breezes as then are blowing 

From over the moimtains free. 

I dreamt in my love-sick fancies 
Thy trunk might be bare and hoar, 

That the sim scarce would waste his glances 
On the spot where she roam'd no more, 

Nor that song which all hearts entrances 
From the nightingale heavenward soar. 

But earth has no thought even fleeting 
For the woes of our mortal race ; 

The sunshine which beam'd on our greeting 
Still smiles on the old tryst-place ; 

But lonely this heart is beating. 
And death doth my love embrace. 
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l'envoy. , 

The tale is told, untold might be, 
Buried in mouni&l secreay : 
Forgive, O Love, vain speech and me I 

Long years have fled, and stolen away 
The passionate grief of that wild day ; 
Else should not eyes profane the lay. 

She sleeps, so speech may scarce offend ; 
Nay, nay, she wakes, where partings end, 
And prays,— who knows ?— for one lost friend. 

Heaven guard and bless my angel-bride I 
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ODE TO LIBERTY. 



O FAIREST beam of Heaven that gilds our mortal night, 
Ethereal Liberty I 
Freely the bard would sing of thine and thee ; 
Illume his drooping soul with thine eternal light ; 
Let him not sink beneath thy glances bright ; 

Attune his lyre to harmony I— 
The noble heart's first love art thou : 

The warrior, with the laurel round his brow. 
The poet, with the odorous myrtle wreath, 
Still turns with yearning hope to thee : — 
Earth's songs and blossoms, all of bright, or sweet, or fiiir, 
Li earth or ocean, or the buoyant air, 
Around, above, beneath, 
Breathes of thine essence, boundless Liberty I 

The blossom wakes to life — she shoots aloft : 

Her young buds play with the sweet summer breeze ; 
Around the stem entwines each tendril soft ; 
But still she spires above, 
Gazing tow'rd heaven with eyes of love, 
And courts the kisses of the thirsty bees : — 
Even she is fi*ee — she owns not base control ; 
Distill'd in that young flower is Freedom's secret soul. 

K 
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Behold the ocean wave, 
Ripplmg in gentle peace, 'neath daylight's silvery beams. 
Or roaming mid yon azure streams, 

Softly to kiss the moss-grown cave. 
And the young coral isle, with peacefiil love to lave ; 
And now — gaze on yon billow, rearing, bending, 
Now darting toward the skies, now 'mid the ftirious waters 
blending, 
Soaring and falling, 
Our mortal gaze enthralling ; — 
And say, does not each wavelet breathe of thee, 
Immortal essence — boundless Liberty I 

Gaze on the eagle, tow'ring in his flight 

Above the mountains -^ on, still on — away — 

His outstretched pinions bathed in rays of light. 
As swift he chases the departing day : 

Speaks not wild Freedom from his glancing eye. 
As thus he soars on Jdgh ? 

Yea, still where'er we gaze, through air, or earth, or sea, 
All that is bright and glorious breathes of thee. 
Celestial Liberty ! 

Yet, in our love and wonder, blend we not 

Thine essence with thy deadliest foe. 
Unruly Licence — be it ne'er forgot 

That thy soul-beaming glow 
Li horror shuns that all-consuming fire. 
Emblem of evil and eternal ire. 




ODE TO HBERTY* 13X 

When the Creator first fi-om chaos woke 
The powers that there had lain 
In sleep inane, 
In time's remotest deep ; when He their fetters broke, 
And call'd them forth to destined peace or strife, 

The principles of life : — 
Two mighty spirit-laws of being lay 

Before Him, where to choose : 
Bliss that should beam for aye in shadeless day. 

And know nor foiling nor decay. 
Bliss that with myriad charms its wiU-less subjects 
woos 
To love, and light, and joy divine ; 
And Liberty, that in her train, dark woe 
And countless ills must wait afar, 
Above, below. 
To each pellucid star, 
Yet breaks herself through their portentous gloom 

With heaven's own iH|gel-bloom, 
And beams of the Eternal's love the great refracted 
ray I 



Betwixt these twain 
Himg poised the heavenly scales j 
Here, bliss divine, one endless spring, marr'd by no tempest 

gales. 
And there immortal Liberty, with all her changing joy and 
pain. 
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By one to each created soul, 
Would sweetest calm, and perfect peace be given ; 
The rival power would seek a more exalted goal, 
And through earth's night of woes conduct to Heaven. 

The Eternal spoke. — In all the universe 
Echoed His jfiat. Thou, O Liberty, 
Wast chosen then, our law, our ruling staxj to be, 
And in thy vortex all creation to immerse ; — 

That bursting through woe's passing night. 

And soaring high in self-sought light, 
Earth might with Heaven accord in wondrous harmony. 

Then, as thy ceaseless foes, the sisters twain, 
Licence and Tyranny, the Eternal gave ; 
The one, to lure at times even those that love thee well 

By her delusive strain; 
The other, by might's fierce discordant spell, 

Created beings to enslave, 
And bind earth's sweetest flow'rs in her detested chain. 
Both are thy foes : but this, vnth open hate, 
Declares herself thy deadliest enemy, 
While her more wily mate 
Assumes thine outward mien, and by thy winning charms, 
With thine own potent arms. 
In crafty rancour seeks to vanquish thee. 
And o'er men^s minds these twain wage ceaseless war, 
And mortals can but gaze on thee afer. 

As some o'erclouded holy star — 
Till forth thou beam'st in thy celestial might. 
And then those foes are swdlow'd up of night. 
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Nature is ruled by thee ; 
The flower, the wave, the eagle, all are free : — 
And when the ocean's billows foam like molten fire. 

Even in their wildest ire. 
They still are all inspired by Liberty. 

Were Licence then their ruler, forth woxdd break 
With boimdless speed and force each ocean-wave ; 
His endless thirst on earth the main would slake, 
And all be sunk in one benightened grave. 

No more I no more I — Too feint the poet's lyre 
To chant thy sacred glories : earth and sea, 
And air and light, are one harmonious choir 
That tells of thy mysterious majesty. 

The Past and the To-be, 
Yon myriad orbs still chant of thine and thee, 
Lnmortal essence, matchless Liberty ! 
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THE IDOLS. 




Ye ask me why I cannot kneel beside ye, 

To proffer incense at the haughty shrine, 
And worship those, whom ye declare divine, 

Within the temple, whither ye woxdd guide me. 
" Is it thine envy, then," ye loudly cry, 

" That bids thee shim our train, and turn alone, 
In gloomy solitude and mooding high, 

To the dim glade, to seek a grassy throne. 
And there to deify thine own free soul, 
And dream that thou alone hast reach'd the goal ? " 

Ye mock me ; much ye err : thus weak, thus vain, 

I am not ; but those mortals ye adore. 
If higher fer than I,— who am most poor. 

Most weak, most earthly, — still have borne the chain 
Of our mortality : — alike our lot I 

Yet some I love, and more than ye can love. 
But others, your chief Idols, I love notj 

And ne'er shall love : — ye laud them aU above 
Yon azure heavens, and kneel to each and aU, 
And each vast spirit God or hero call. 
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Ye say that it is littleness in me 

To seek one laurel from their wreaths to cast : 
" Their earthly sorrows now," ye cry, " are past, 

Their evil deeds forgotten : — who would see 
Spots on yon orb of day, or seek blue ocean 

Of beauty's meed and halo to bereave. 
Because, at times, his billows know commotion. 

Because at times his smiling calms deceive ? 
The Great," ye cry, " is ever Great ; and must 
As such be hail'd. Sink, weak one, in the dust I" 

Yet more ye err ! — Be it yours to shout the praise 

Of those ye thus for force or skill revere, — 
Before whose royal frowns men crouch in fear, — 

Shout, and on high your " lo Paeans " raise ! 
I join ye not. That, and that only, I 

Can reverence, which my heart as good conceives, 
And inly feels. Swell, swell your symphony ! 

Here must we part, although that parting grieves : — 
The truly good I love ; the good and great 
I love and honour : — but your " gods " I hate ! 

To those, whom the Eternal with some rays 

Of His own mystic spirit hath adorn' d, 
Who yet, by no reproving instinct warn'd. 

Have turned from evil and benighten'd ways,— 
To those who once were destin'd by Heaven's love 

The earth's lone stars in midpight hours to be. 
Who yet have wtlVd, as meteors false to rove, 

And blindly lure mankind o'er earth and sea 

With no fixed aim, or a base selfish goal, — 

To all who thus have wrong'd the immortal soul, — 
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I have no love to give, — fer leas esteem ; 

Perchance my pity : — they have led astray 
The nations after many a demon ray, 

And taught them that aU virtue was a dream : 
But now they rest in peace. So let them ! Those 

Who chant their praise aloud, and seek once more 
To wake their sad remembrance from repose. 

Calling on me their idols to adore, — 
Themselves alone must blame, if I, in hate, 
Denounce those comets dire — the Falsely Great, 
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THE NORSEMEN. 



WILD and Rtmic legendry, 

Thou breath'st a living fire, 
As storm- winds to fierce melody 

Had stirr'd creation's lyre ; 
A sound, as though weird ocean's waves 

To listening midnight simg. 
This chant'st thou o'er the warriors' graves, 

Whose knells the Scald hath rung. 

We scan thee, dread Berserker-rage, 

And feel youth's fibres glow 
With sympathetic ire, to wage 

Like combat with the foe. 
We bum to roam the billowy main, 

Grim Norseman-king, with thee ; 
And scorning every dastard chain 

To live, the fiercely fi^e. 

Black Kolf, sea-monarch, stem as bold, 

Who Normandy didst claim. 
My sires, if heralds truth have told. 

With thee were heirs of fame. 
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The chivalric De Goumay race, 

To hoary legend dear, 
These join'd in Kolf 's bleak ocean race, 

Wild harbingers of fear. 

In thy red records. War- Age grim, 

Such wizard spell doth lie, 
As nerves to strength the youthiul limb. 

And fires the youthiul eye ; 
And gazing on the giant-strife 

That hour our souls forget. 
Which came with nameless anguish rife, 

When battle's sun had set ! 

Then weakness gasp'd its soul away. 

And youth its ardours lost, 
And blank despair, ' neath starlight's ray, 

Frail arms to Heaven uptoss'd ; 
And wailing husband, father, child. 

Deserted woman bent ; 
And hideous Pow'rs of Darkness smiled 

In horrible content. 

Yea, muse we but on scenes like these, 

A change comes o'er the soul ; 
We loath these monarchs of the seas, 

And thirst for conflict's goal — 
To meet them in their tempest-ire, 

And, guarding the oppress' d. 
Confront their desperate fire with fire, 

And breast oppose to breast. 
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' Twas but a moment's impulse vain 

Could fire the reckless will 
To battle-ardours of the main ; 

Yet conflict sunmions stiU. 
The Christian hope, the Christian faith, 

Have banners wide unfurl'd^ 
The lightning blast might rend and scathe, 

' Tis sunshine wakes the world, 

O, may love's ray within our souls 

Our brethren's spirits fire ! 
From rank to rank the war- word rolls, 

" Aspire, and so, Inspire ! " 
And should the oppressor seek to blast 

The weak with vengeful pow'rs. 
Then sweep we to the fi'ay at last. 

Then Norsemen's strength be ours ! 
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A FAISTES MOOD. 

We dream, we dream, in youth and age, 

Life's spring and autumn-tide ; 
Dim mists around us conflict wage, 

And yapours circle wide. 
We wander on in doubt and fear, 
And may not pause to rest us here. 

We dream, we dream ; our eyes are dim. 

Our path is strange and wild ; 
Still towers on high the storm-cloud grim ; 

Around steep crags are piled : 
We mount and mount, — our toil is vain, — 
The height we never can attain ! 

In childhood's years, the happy time 

When all our blossoms ope. 
The merry bells of gladness chime, 

And smile the rays of hope : 
Then dream we dreams of innocence : 
Alas, that Time should waft them hence ! 
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Then speed the joyous summer hours, 

When youth in freedom roams 
And seeks the odorous myrtle bowers, 

Of lovers' vows the homes ; 
Then soars the soul all doubts above, 
Then dream we dreams of endless love. 

But manhood's season nears apace ; 

The fruits are on the tree ; 
More time-worn grows the careful &ce, — 

Now past is summer's glee ; 
Then lurid clouds aroimd us lower, 
Then dream we dreams of wealth and power. 

At last the snows of winter fall. 

The ice enchains the lake ; 
A cold and gloomy midnight paU 

The forest monarchs take : 
Then bend we 'neath the load of years, 
Yet soar our dreams to other spheres. 

Oh, all is doubt and dubious night, 

And nought can mortal know. 
Save that no clear, no certain light 

Illumes our paths below ; 
Yet hope, sweet hope, to man is given 
To whisper of a future heaven. 
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COMMENT. 

Thus sang I in my earlier days, repeating 

The strain of care, with faint dejection's voice. 

Youth's joy was scarce a dream, though youth was fleeting; 
Nay, even age in winter may rejoice. 

Fresh innocence, love, hope, — if dreams seem these, 

Our sins are all too dread realities ! 
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THE DOUBTER'S SONG. 



The star hath lost its glory, 
The breeze afar hath flown ; 

The stream hath ceased to murmur, 
And I am left alone, 
All, all, mournfully alone. 

And hope hath lost its brightness 

And faith its winged trust. 
And tender love hath vanish'd, 

And all that's fair is dust, 
All, all, all that's &ir is dust. 

There's a cloud for ever low'ring 
'Twixt me and Mercy's throne ; 

There's a midnight, fixed as spectral^ 
Which my spirit long hath known. 
Doubt, doubt, hath claim'd me all her own. 

The earthly hopes that fleeted 
Have paled the simshine's ray ; 

The early hope which cross'd me 
Gleam'd only to betray ; 
Night fell, — and she was ta'en away I 
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O then, mth haughty mooding, 

To veil my loss I sought, 
And in my yearning frenzy 
My own perdition sought ; 
Nought, nought, rash &ncy's world was nought ! 

O cursed be reason's madness, 

O cursed be folly's pride, 
That taught me measure heaven 
And dam the ocean tide. 
Death, death, my self- wrought anguish hide ! 

Beyond the seven-barr'd portal 

What goal perchance may be ? 
Ismanindeed^immortal? 
O Grod !— I turn to Thee : 
Deign, deign, a Father yet to be I 

" Love, simple love, may save thee," 

A spirit-voice repKed : 
" Trust Him who being gave thee ; 

To none is prayer denied : 
Kneel ! ask ! for all the God-man died." 
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RESIGNATION, 



The forest slept, no feint breeze sigh'd, 
Gloom reign'd above, and rest below, 
The very streamlet's murmuring tide 
Had almost seem*d to cease to flow. 
There was a dulness in the air, 
A weight of grief, a burden cold ; 
The pine-trees frowned a blank despair ; 
The silence round dim legends told 
Of death, that all things must enfold. 

Beneath an oak-tree huge I lay. 

And mused on some much prized in youth, 

On cherish'd dear ones stoFn away, 

On blighted hopes, and tamish'd truth ; 

I mourned that all things &ir should fade 

Like the fond shadows of a dream ; 

I inly wept, and almost pray'd 

My soul like their's might cease to beam, 

That what they seem'd, I^ too, might seem. 

L 
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And evermore a drearier hue 

Was o'er the burdened spirit cast ; 

No gleam of kindly comfort through 

The mists around my being passed; 

Mine was a grief, a deep dull woe 

No tones might speak, no words might trace ; 

I moum'd for all that sleep below, — 

Each fresh desire, each thought of grace 

That Time had given cold resting-place. 

Lo, while I thus self-torturing lay, 
A spell of wonder o'er me crept : 
Whence that spell came, dare mortid say ? 
I only reck, that, while I wept, 
An influence, strange and bland, as sweety 
Stole o'er my heart, and hush'd its pain. 
I heard a sound of angels' feet 
And voices £unt ; a mystic strain, 
That calm'd the fever of the bram. 



But, was it fancy, was it sooth ? 
1 wist not, and I would not know ; 
For what I heard was surely truth 
From source whate'er it chanced to flow : 
Sweet delicate murmurs flll'd the glade ; 
At first, bare tones, or broken chords, 
Amid the forest boughs they stray'd, 
And then they grew creation's Lord's 
Sweet praises, — and I caught the words : — 



RESIGNATION. 1 47 

« Weep not, mortels I AU things die ; 
All thaf s dear must Ghange, or perish : 
Take good comfort I Time mil fly, 
Time will sere the forms je cherish ; 
But there^s nought can wholly perish ! 

" Pain's the herald of delight, 
Portal rests the tomb of Gladness, 

Therefore droop not I Brood shall night, 
Woes will sting the heart to madness ; 
Yet what dreams are care and sadness ! 

" True soul, droop not I bear thee on : 
In the waste no stream is flowing ; 

Noblest goal by pain is won ; 
What thou thus in tears art sowing. 
Blooms in beauty, fiideless, glowing. 

" Fond heart, grieve not ! Or if this 
Be on mortal soil denied thee, 

Count thy grief a pledge of bliss I 
Nought, whatever ills betide thee, 
From thy Father shall divide thee ! 

" Cheer thee, rouse thee, bear thy fkte I 
Trust in that Vast Will above thee ! 

Shrinking leaf most desolate. 
Heaven within its wreath hath wove thee : 
Trust, trust on 1 Thy God doth love thee." 

L 2 
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Faintly, more feintly yet, the mystic strain 
Sinks in the distance, bearing with it now 
Each trace of cold despair or shrinking pain 
From my late lonely heart and feverish brow. 
What was^t ? Perchance a dream ; and if no more, 
Such dream was more than volatile chance for me. 
I mourn not, death-struck, dreary as of yore ; 
I trust, — and trust shall reap a guerdon free ; 
God wills, and what He wills, that must a blessing be. 
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NATURE'S TEACHING. 



Oh ! what is Life ? — 
A crumbling leaf borne on the summer breeze ; 
An evening zephyr whispering through the trees; 
The dewy raindrop from a cataract's spray ; 
A glowworm's lamp that lights but to decay. 

But as the leaf, the breeze, the drop, the light, 
Not wholly perish, though they sink in night : — 
As the leaf, borne on autumn's withering blast. 
Although it fade, and curl, and die at last. 
Yet yields its shred of nurture to the earth. 
From which it soon may spring to second birth, 
And on some plant, young April's verdant dower. 
May glad our eyes again, as leaf, or flower ; — 
Or as the breeze, although it sinks away. 
Whilst sadly murmuring its complaining lay, 
Again, when heav'n with tempest-gales is rife, 
Breathes sighs anew, and starts once more to life ;■ 
Or as the drop, that fells like melting snows 
Within some bud in darkness to repose, 

L 3 
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When mom's first rays that ilower with radiance steep, 

Wakes, like a tiny elf, its rose from sleep. 

And bursting from her bosom smiles anew, 

A diamond tear, a drop of pearly dew; — 

Or, as the glowworm's lamp, though faint and pale 

It bend beneath the ftiry of the gale, 

Is by itself renew'd, and, in its race 

Reviving, mocks the bounds of time or bpace, 

And every autumn hastens to decay, 

Yet every spring relights the wanderer's way : — 

Ay, as the leaf, the breeze, the drop, the light. 

Though simder'd, only part to reimite : 

So life, though perishable, never dies; 
So breathes the soul beneath or o'er the skies; 
So man, though mortal, proves a part of thee, 
Immortal essence of Eternity ! 
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TEARS. 



Happier visions, stealing o'er him, 

Woo that fever'd heart to rest : 
To thy fold, sweet Heaven, restore him ! 

Cahn, O oajbca th^t tlurobbipg^ breast I 
Soothe the anxious spirit's f^ars. 
Yield the healing boon of t^a^rol 

Ah ! too long seepi'd these fo;i:bidden: 

Let the arid fountain flow ! 
Heav'n hg.th griev^, y^ God hath chidden ; 

But a term, a bound, hath woe. 
Angels whisper. Calm those fears ! 
Pledge of love, of hope, are tears. 
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THE YOUNG NUFS DKEAM. 



1. 

I HAVE said ferewell, 

A last fere well, 
To all the floWera 

I loved so well ; 
To my jfather's l^ome, 

And my sister dear r 
And now I must languish 

In sorrow here. 

O, let me weep, 

For the dear, dear Past, 
For childhood's dreams 

Which will not last ; 
For all my pleasures 

And sorrows ilown,— 
O, leave me to mourn them, 

Alone, alone I 
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II. 

My sister has told me 
In smiles and tears 

Of her maiden hopes, 
And her maiden feara ; 

I know that the zephyrs 
The young flowers kiss, 

That love is their lot, 
And that love is bliss. 

What this should mean 

I know not well, 
And dare not now 

On these follies dwelL 
The word was spoken^ 

The hour is past ; 
The veil of the convetit 

Around me cast. 

And now I must languish 

My life-time here — . 
The cell is cold 

The night is drear; . 
And at yon casement 

Dark shades I see. 
Which rise, and swell, 

And frown on me I , 



154 TBK TOUKa nun's dbeam. 

ni. 

Silence— deep silence. — 

Hark — that soft strain ? 
No, all is hush'd 

In sleep again. 
And yet — ^it rises I 

Is this a dream ? 
What misty vapours 

Aroimd me stream ? 

Darkness is roimd me, 

Wild clouds entwine ; 
•— Save me, O Mazy, 

Mother divine 1-*- 
Lo, a star, mid the vapours 

Breaks through the night ; 
They are hurFd aside 

'Neath its rays of light ! 



rv. 

What? — see I rightly? 

A myrtle bower,— • 
Where gleams in its beauty 

Each summer flower ; 
And a maiden &,ir, 

Lost in reverie sweet, 
And her lover— young lover— 

Lies there at her feet. 
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And upward he gazes — 

Their arms entwine— 
He murmurs ail-faintly, 

" For ever thine I " 
Their lips are meeting, — 

Her face I see— 
Ha, maiden ? young maiden ! 

He kisses— me / 



V. 

Changed is the vision ; 

Cold is my brow : — 
A simple chamber 

Before me now. 
With love in each motion, 

And peaceful content 
O'er the sleeping babe 

Is the mother bent. 

And he wakes, that young child, 

From his calm repose ; 
Like the sweet peach-blossom 

His &ir cheek glows ; 
She bends to kiss him, — 

Her face I see-— 
Ha I mother? young mother ! 

He smiles on— -4»e / 
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VI. 

Changed is the vision ; 

Pale, pale is my hue : — 
The couch of sickness, 

Of death, I view : 
And on it a matron 

Now breathes her last, 
While the tears of her children 

Fall thick and fast. 

» 

They kneel for her blessing ; 

She smiles once more, 
Then sinks in death's slumber ;• 

Her toils are o'er. 
Hist, angels greet her— 

Her fe,ce I see ! 
Yes, matron, blest matron, 

They welcome — me I 



vn. 

And hark, as I tremble 

In doubt and fear, 
Those accents unearthly 

That reach mine ear,: 
" Yea, tlifm wast the maiden, 

The mother wast f Aow, 
The dying matron : 

What art thou now ? 



THE YOUNG NUN'S DREAM. 157 

" The joys that were destined 

For thee by Heaven, 
The flowers, that to glad thee 

On earth were given, 
They were scattered and withered 

By fate's cold blast. 
And their faint dreams only 

Before thee pass'd." 

VIII. 

Now, all is silence 

Around again : 
Sunk are the vapours. 

Died has the strain. 
O, all my sorrows 

And joys are flown. 
Life-long I'll mourn them; 

Alone, alone. 
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FKANCESCA OF RIMINI/ 

ATTEMPTED FROM THE ITALIAN OF DANTE. 
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" The land where first I hail'd the light of day, 

Lies on the ocean, where the Po descends 
With all her train of followers ; gently play 

The zephyrs there, and love sharp arrows sends 
To idle hearts. Thus he enamoured grew 

Of my poor beauty, — ^now so quickly lost ; 
And so it pleased him, that his &ncy ilew . / 

To hail my love ; and still, whatever it cost, 
Even here, my heart is his, his heart is mine !— / 

We lived on earth together ; so we died ; 
But Jie^ our ruthless Murderer, shall pine 

In the Caina of the Fratricide." 
Thus spoke the sorrowing maid ; whilst on the sward ; 

I bent my downcast eyes, and silence kept. 
Her grief respecting : tiU, at length the Bard* 

Exclaimed, " What ponderest thou ? " " My spirit wept," 
I straight replied, " to think on their sad fate. 

Whom here we view. Alas, what joys were theirs, — : 

* VirgiL 
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What bliss divine ! And now, all desolate !" 

And then I tum'd to where they sat, by cares 
And ceaseless woes perplex'd. " And oh ! " I cried, 

" Francesca, gentle maid, thy destiny 
Hath roused my tears, which now in sadness glide. 

Oh tell me, when thy love's first timid sigh 
Burst from thy trembling bosom ; when desire 

First thrill'd thy gentle fi-ame !" " Alas," she said, 
" There is no grief more great or woe more dire 

Than thus recalling days that aye have fied 
When we were yet all-happy ; but if thou 

Indeed wouldst trace our love's first origin, 
Even though remembrance stab my seul, I now 

Will all reveal, and thus my tale begin : 
One day we read, within a flowery glade, 

Of Laimcelot and Love : we sat alone ; 
And oft to meet our eyes 'mid blushes stray' d. 

And then again to earth were wildly thrown : 
At last, one part we read, so sweet, so true. 

It all-entranced us ! There, oh there, we fell, — 
'Twas where the lover to his mistress flew. 

And on her lips enraptured hung ! The spell 
Was broken ; and the youth who sat by me 

His arms around me flung, and kiss'd me too. 
All-trembling. Then was mark'd our destiny : 

That day we read no more." While thus she threw 
Across the brain remembrance of the past, 

Her lover wail'd so sorely, that their dearth 
Of every hope my spirit overcast. 

And my heart sicken'^d, and I fell to earth. 
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A SWISS ELEGY. 



" O HOARY splendours of my own loved mountains t 

O golden glories of each autumn eve ! t 

Blue .lakes, and torrents bold, and rippling fountains, . . 

And breezes free, — ye cannot, sure, deceive I 
Ye waft me health, ye pledge my restoration ; 

Already swells my breast : — disease must feil 
To conquer such ally, the broad creation : '■ 

O Switzerland beloved I all hail, all hail V* 

Thus breathed the youth, from Halle's halls returning ;_ 

Consimiption there with stealthy grasp had won : 
He droop'd, and droop'd, imtil his spirit-yearning 

Was stirr'd for home; — ^he comes, the moimtain's son. 
Yes, surely, here, where love awaits to cheer him, 

Fond iather, sisters sweet, death may not gain : 
The dreaded tyrant shall not venture near him 

In that close circle, charmed from doubt or pain. 

And now, by Lake Lucerne's pure azure waters, 
Cahn sojourns he, in hopefril mood of mind. 

He smiles to see them pass, the mountains' daughters^ - 
Each with that dear straw hat which roses bind ; 



A SWISS ELEGT. 161 

He marks the sun in golden distance setting, 

WMle loved Lucerne gleams white on that green shore, 

And every fear and every care forgetting, 

He drinks his own Swiss air, and lives once more. 

Alas, alas ! — few weeks, — ill signs recurring 

Bewake alarms ; and up the heights speeds he 
To Alpine dwelling ; hope yet inly stirring, 

That there a slow revival gain'd may be : 
Such the last chance for life or love. There, reader, 

Was it my hap his pale spare form to view ; 
That bright blue eye, — ^too bright, — ^for life quick pleader, 

I still recall. I pitied. Pity you I 

Right sad it was, 'midst that fresh life of Nature, 

Eternal, undefiled, in fedeless youth. 
To mark this sere and waning fellow-creature. 

Scarce past life's boyhood, — piteous sight in truth ! 
Methought those autumn glories pass'd before him, 

Each breathing in its turn faint fond farewell ; 
Yea, even the happy skies, that brighten'd o'er him. 

On him, I deem'd, their rays in pity fell. 

Meseem'd, each zephyr free, the moimtains roaming, 

Sigh'd forth, " Ah, could I ease thy fiital pain !" 
The noonday sunshine and the even gloaming. 

They moum'd alike ; mourn'd, too, the tinkling strain 
From happy herds ; the Alpine clarion ringing, 

I ween'd, had echoes mournful for his ear ; 
The gay glad lark in upper air soar'd singing, 

*' Poor boy I poor boy ! thou mayst not linger here." 

M 
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Oh, never, never, autumn holier, brighter, 

Charmed mortal senses I seemed it then to me 
As each thing strove to prove his heart's delighter. 

And buoy his soul to immortality I 
For him those eves of long and lingering beauty, 

For him old Eighi smiled in broad renown ; 
That mountain- world performed one sacred duty, 

To bless its own true son, and, parting, crown. 

With overflowing tenderness it granted 

Its treasures all to soothe his last loved days : — 
Surely, by angel forms those heights were haunted ; 

Thus, deem'd they, might his latest breath be praise. 
So proved it, trust I. Ere that year departed ^ 

He slept death's sleep ; a feint, pale record mine ; 
But him the zephyrs wailed, the merry-hearted. 

And moum'd above his grave the glad sunshine. 

Nor void of sentient pity deem those glories 

Of Nature dear. God's angels haply guide 
And sway them. Mountain herdsmen tell you stories 

Might move your wonder. Sceptic, do not chide ! 
Such yoimg existence, slowly, sadly, waning 

'Midst such glad Switzer-world, men's tears might woo 
This record, friends I it fears not your disdaining, 

'Tis simple, as yon mountain skies are blue. 



163 



THE OLD MUSICIAN. 



Sweet simple soul, so blithe, so kind, 

Resigned to pass from eaxth unknown ; 
Whose music, like the wandering wind. 

From flower to flower is freely blown ; 
While at thine old and long-tried friend. 

Thy deal piano, thou dost sit, 
All spring-tide fancies round thee blend, 

All sunshine glories o'er thee flit. 

How freshly flows the pastoral strain 

Without an effort woke to life. 
As Haydn's self were raised again 

To charm our souls from toil or strife I 
So sweet, so peacefril, stream thy lays. 

Bom of that simple heart within ; 
As pure as morning's earliest rays. 

To all that's fresh and true akin. 

Ah, not for thee the noisy cheer. 

The quick applause from box and stall ; 

From thee no " opera" shaU appear, 
To ynn ovations loud from all. 
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How shouldst thou stem vain fashion's tide ? 

How buffet with fiite's billows thou ? 
How face the opera-syren's pride ? 

How fight thy way to feme ? — ^Ah, how 7 

^ No, rest unknown ! inglorious rest 1 

Still Nature loves thee ; still the skies 
Pour down, methinks, some influence blest 

When soar thy heartfelt melodies. 
The very bee that swings without, 

Hath poised, meseems, thy lay to hear, 
And childhood stills its merry shout. 

And creeps to list the " old man dear." 

Thou hast thy portion : — take our smiles, 

Our pleasant tears, that laud thy sqng I 
Vain strife the source of feme defiles ; 

No pompous critic thee shall wrong. — 
The village maid that homeward goes. 

Rests by yon stile in peaceful joy. 
And murmurs while thy cadence flows, 

" Were he, too, here, — the one dear boy ! 

Already silvery locks bedeck 

That gentle brow ; even mildest years 
Will bend the form, will bow the neck ; 

But still heart-springtide thine appears : 
It flashes fi:om each smile of mirth. 

Each simple song, so fond, so true, — 
Old friend I if few have proved thy worth. 

My Muse at least shall yield thy due. 
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Years must creep on, and feebler still 

Thy steps will tread yon garden- way ; 
But evermore thine eyes shall fill 

With happy tears at some sweet lay : 
At last, beneath the turf thou'lt sleep 

While thy pure soul shall heav'nward goat, 
And praise, I ween, fi*om angels reap, 

However men despised its lore. 

Farewell ! thou hast not lived in vain ! 

Full many a thought thy songs have woke 
Of secret gladness, — many a pain 

Have dull'd, which ne'er the mourner spoke. 
Amidst the chorus loud and deep 

Of praise to God a tone, though low, 
Bight sweet, wast thou I — We will not weep, 

For thou wast blest aa few below 1 
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HECTOR AND ANDROHACHE 



FBOK HOMEB. 



ANDROMACHE. 

Noblest in heart's desire, by valour foredoom'd to destruc- 
tion, 

FeeFst thou no pity for this, thy boy, nor thy widow 
despairing ? 

Ah, if thou seek'st the field, thee only the foemen, com- 
bining. 

Thee shall united assail, and by numbers and guile shall 
destroy thee. 

Then, earth, yield me a tomb ; for refdge none other were 
left me. 

Father nor mother have I, Achilles the awful hath doomed 
them. 

When Cilician Thebes he sack'd, and her temples devoted, 

Royal Aetion then he slew ; yet his corse he despoil'd not ; 

Piety gave command, and the pyre for his arms was not 
wanting ; 

So the sacred urn to its rest in the cavern consigned he : 

O'er it, Jove's daughters £dr, the Oreads, bade the elms 
circle. 
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Then my brothers, the mighty, all seven in one day did he 

vanquish, 
They, with their flocks and herds, dying in hopeless re- 
sistance. 
One bore he hither, my mother ; and though a measureless 

ransom 
Freedom again restored her, and once more she gazed on 

her country. 
Her did Diana's dart transfix in the chase, and she perish'd. 
Hector, thou only to me art father, and mother, and brethren ; 
These, all these, and more ; art thou not, loved one ! my 

hiisband ? 
Oome then, let pity plead I lest this, thy loved boy, prove 

an orphan, 
I a widow most lonely ! Take thou this tower for thy 

station, 
There, where the fig-tree spreads her branches, thine arma- 

. ment ranging, — 
For there thrice Tydides, Idomeneus the. Cretan, 
Ajax.and Atreus' sons, have striven to pierce to the city. 
Or by their instincts fired, or counsell'd expressly of 

heaven. 

HECTOR. 

■ * ' 

Dearest, thy cares are mine ; I feel what thou feeFst — and 
more deeply ; — 

But, the scorn of the matron, the hearty disdain of the 
warrior, 

These were mine, my due, should fear fi-om the battle re- 
strain me 1 — 
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No, Andromache mine, this heart which is skilled not to 

tremble, 
Urges me hence to the fight, for Priam, for Troy, and for 

Hector. — 
Truly, my soul forebodes that hour of disaster appalling, 
When all these must perish, when Troy and her king shall 

be shadows. 
But no grief for Hium, no sorrow for people or monarch, 
Or for my mother revered, or for my brethren, the glorious, 
Moves me, my own beloved, as pity for thy desolation* 
Then shalt thou follow, alas, some insolent Greek o'er the 

ocean, 
Borne, a weeping slave, to the shores of the stranger aix- 

cursed: — 
There, 'neath an Argive roof, shalt thou toil at the loom 

ever-pining. 
Or, at a mistress' nod, shalt seek from some desolate fountain 
"Waters which cumber the urn; while tears from thine 

eyes, too, flow freely. 
Then shall some passing Greek view thy silent soirow, and 

murmur, 
" This was the wife of Hector, the warrior, who died for 

his country." 
Hearing that word, thy teardrops yet faster and &ster shall 

pour them. 
Bathing the sad remembrance, that he, who once shielded, 

lies lowly. 
Deep these bones must rest, ere wins thee the ruthless in- 
vader : 
Not to the living Hector, Andromache's voice shall call 

vainly I 
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ALL AND ONE. 



THE GREEK. 

Cold is the object of your soul's devotion ; 

We have a thousand shrines, we laughing Greeks : 
In every reed of com, or wave of ocean, 

Some God or Goddess to our fancy speaks ; 
Each summer breeze with Deity is rife, 
And beauty haloes all of common life. 

THE JEW. 

Qalrn, still, and glorious spreads through space unbounded 
The presence of the One whom we adore ; 

By Him yon countless orbs were filmed and founded ; 
"Without Him, all were naught for evermore. 

We need no beauteous fables light to shed 

Since blest Keality is ours instead. 
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I. THE DANUBE. 

O MELANCHOLY Datiube, ever more 

Between thy pine-tree forests gKdest thou ; 

As, 'midst life's troubles, some heroic brow 
Right onward bears, immoved. On each dark shore 
Thy trees are whispering terror, slowly waving 

Their long arms to and fro : thy stream rolls still 

Unfaltering, like some bold imperial will 
That sweeps to fixed intent. Eve's blast is raving 
From yonder hollow ; night steals slowly down : — 

The river rolls its waters pure and free 

To the broad Euxine, by Vienna flowing ; 
Yet one league far; like one, who gay renown 

Might compass, but disdains men's god to be ; 

Calm, stately, pure,— unknown — but not imknowing ! 
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II. LAKE GEMijNDEN. (^Stei/ermark,') 

O MOMENT of delight when round the highland 
We swept, and that sweet lake before us lay ; 

Pure stainless blue, — ^no solitary island 

To mar its depths ; while round the mountains gray 

Tower'd, spirit-high. — ^We gazed I — ^A cry of joy 
Burst simultaneous from each heart. — O Beauty I 
We felt thee then. — " Why, gladness must be duty^^ 

Spake one loved voice, " to woman, man, and boy, 

That sojourns near ! " — That instant came a dame 

Old, wither'd, bent : — " Ask her !" — I ask'd in rapture, 
"Are you not very happy, living here ? " 

She stared, and then her grumbling answer came, 
(While transitory bliss our souls did capture,) 
" Happy, — ^where work's so scarce, and bread so dear ! " 



III. TTEOL. 



Thou, sombre mountain-land, thou, famed Tyrol, 
A shadow on my spirit's mirror liest, 
For night enswathed us on thy mountain highest, 

And evermore thy mists did round us roll ; 

With .fitful intermission, five long days 

Of darkness proved our guerdon. So I treasure 
A dream confused, that yields me pain, no pleasure. 

Of thy steep heights, — dim vales, — and may not praise. 
Gaunt cliffs gigantic, towering either side 
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ThroTigli thick, damp mist, dull rain, fierce breezes sigliiiig, 
The fell of torrents, seen through shades to sink 

Precipitous,— once more these past me glide 
When I invoke thine image. Echo, dying, 

Breathes hoarse, " The sad Tyrol 1 " — I sit, and think, \ " 



IV. SWITZERLAND. 

But thou, glad Switzerland, in royal splendour, 

In open-hearted bounty lying free, 
Of thee i bear a memory, fresh as tender, 

Thy blue lakes' grace, thy mountains' majesty. 
I love thee. Never shines the sun more brightly 

Than on thy hoary snows, thy pastures green : — 
Tyrol beside thee seems a vision nightly. 

But thy bold glories best at mom are seen ; 
When upward steal the mists, and forth from slumber 

Come giant-cliffs, rose-crown'd, and upland wide ; 
Thy heart-restoring splendours who shall number ? 

Thy very storms have ne'er a sullen pride ; 
Thou hast a free, and not an angry soul, 
And therefore love I thee, and chide the grave Tyrol. 
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V. THURINGIA, 

O, Wartburg's forest, Howsoever long 

My being's term, ne'er, ne'er shall I forget 
Thy magic glades, rose-hued ; as Wartburg's song 

Smig in old days, inspired thy gladness yet ; 
A golden halo romid thine elm-trees casting, 

A thousand nameless beauties scattering o'er 
Each happy dell. Is minstrel-spell thus lasting ? 

Or have the fiiiries of our childhood's lore 
Ta'en refuge here, from earth's dull noise ? Our steeds 

Swept swiftly by. I sat in deep heart's gladness, 
Drinking in beauty. Ever as we flee 
Each glade more golden glows I O Pagan creeds 

Of dryad-haxmted woods, ye scarce seem madness : — 
The forest's self breathes low — " Young poet, joy to thee I " 



VI. APOLOGETIC. 

And seem such memories of " boon nature " idle, 

Not needing to be hymned in bardic lay ? 
Yet is it sweet at times to lay the bridle 

On fancy's steed, and wake the past-away ; 
Graining a transitory glow of pleasure 

From the fond effort ; tracing, too, for life, 
A record, faint perchance, we thence may treasure 

Of the yoimg heart's emotions, gladness-rife. 
Such happier moments, thus at least for me, 

If not for others, win endurance holy : — 
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Scorn ye this fancied immortality ? 

Not vainly have I traced these sonnets, wholly, 
If to one heart they like sensations call : — 
Oh, be such love of God's dear world the heritage of ^U. 



VII. NEAR VIENNA. 

DouBtLESS the best remains untold. What tho' ! 
We paint the twilight, but the broad noon-life 
Mocks reproduction. Love's impassioned strife 

Is feintly cadenced when our accents flow. 

None ever sang his best song here below, 
None ever told the secret of his heart. 
What lies beyond the reach of song or art. 

The deep beneath the deep. — Ah, surely, no I — 
O tender mornings on those loving hills. 
Where every gleam and shade an emblem seem'd 

Of living loveliness I O flow'rs and skies. 
That saw two fond hearts happy, feiry rills I 
Visions of some diviner world ye seem'd ; 

Yet is not earth divine, till passion dies ? 




CONTINENTAL MEMORIES. 175 



VIII. SEQUEL. 



And even when passion dies, love dies not, no, — 

What once was ours shall never cease to be ; 
So when I watch the first far-gleaming snow 

May I not think of that rare purity ? 
When springtide wakes the earth, may those fond smiles 

That wooed all kind thoughts forth, not reappear ? 
When care close presses, or when sin defiles, 

Shall I have lost thee then for aye, most dear ? 
Not so ; nor blank regret may fill life's page ; 

Some nobler entry would I haply make 
For thy sake and for others. Heaven is thine. 

And all heav'n's pity. Far below I wage 
Strife with vain thoughts, dull fears. For truth's own sake 
I wake to nobler toils, — for labour is divine. 
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MINA. 

A WEIMAR MEMORY. 



A PENSIVE mourner, sad, sweet gentle maid 

Bound whose white brow was clasp'd the plain black braid. 

She told this tale to me, a wandering boy, 

Scarce yet fifteen, in accents faint as coy, 

With lingering sweetness like the ghost of joy. 

Her orbs were deep as night's un&thom'd skies, 
When stars, through lowering clouds, just reach your eyes; 
Her form was slender, of proportions fiail. 
Her countenance was sweet, but very pale ; 
She might for Melancholy's queen be ta'en 
In Durer's painting, won to life again : — 
With hearts believing listen to the strain I 



She lived with widow'd aunt, who little cared 
To pierce her grief, and no fond secret shared. 
Endow'd with active household virtues she, 
But scarce with that best boon, heart-sympathy; 
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And Mina own'd few Mends in Weimar's bound. 

There rank from rank is stiffly wall'd around s 

By grim Convention's rules; nor burghers e'er 

With pettiest " noble " may associate there. 

To seek the body's cure, or soul's, alas I 

Degrades the " noble " so, he loses class. 

This woM theme with parlous ills is fraught; 

But our tale claims. So Mina's father thought, 

A yotmger child of line patrician he. 

Whose soul rebell'd against class-tyranny. 

Aside his fettering rank he calmly laid 

And studied Medicine ; " quite as vile as trade " 

In elder brothers' eyes, who shunn'd the youth : 

But he by grave researches master'd truth, 

And in due time physician leam'd became. 

And in the coxmtry settled ; this his aim, 

The doctor of the fields and meads to prove, 

To peasants object of revering love. 

In Saxony's remotest woods he dwelt 
Where the Eeuss' Princes' yoke is scarcely felt; 
For gentle sovereigns are those princes small. 
And mightier empires seem more like to fell. 
He wedded maid of beauty still, and rare. 
Most palely sweet, most spiritually feir, 
Like lily on some fissured rock chance-sown. 
Midst those dark fofests bred; one child alone 
She bore him, — some ten years that child did guide 
On truth and honor's path, and then she died. 

N 
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Mina, to all her mother's meekness heir, 
Not long the mansion with her sire might share. 
Again he wed, a heartier consort now, 
And merrier children blessed his second vow. 
Whom Mina loved, and she was prized by them : 
Yet much her musings did the dame condemn 
Who sway'd as queen where Mina's mother ruled; 
And well it were if Mina had been schooled 
To less abstracted thoughte and pensive ways ; 
Yet flow'rs that droop by right, 'tis vain to raise ; 
And nightingales that swell their forest strain, 
And stars that tremble in their pure domain, 
Will still be sad, — 'tis idle to complain ! 

No special cause for grief yoimg Mina knew; 
Nor sullen was her mood; affection true 
Sway'd all her thoughts, and she could laugh and sport . 
In happier hours, as dews will seem to court 
The opening blossoms, stealing, life to lend. 
And yet those dews become the drops that bend. 

Oft did she rove the forest meads alone, 
The yoxmg companions whom she cherish'd flown. 
And ponder o'er her mother past away 
To the clear r^on of a holier day; 
Kecall her tones, and looks, and kneel with her to piay ; 
For still she ween'd that mother from above 
In Paradise beheld the child of love ; 
Andy at the least, their prayers mig^t blend in peace 
That they might meet again where aU woes cease. 
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The forest pines the maiden seem'd to know 
And miiTor*d back her looks of placid woe ; 
The forest brooks that nmrmur^d 'neath the shade 
Sung low sweet carols to the mournful maid ; 
The very birds, that past in autumn flew, 
To twitter seem'd, " Adieu, lone child, adieu 1 
All things must change, earth has no settled joy, 
Her pleasures, and her blithest raptures cloy ; 
But in Heaven's sphere are holier raptures fer, 
And there thy mother waits thee in her star." 

At last, one night, the maid who tranced slept 
A vision view'd from which she waking wept : 
That mother stood before her, as she moved 
In actual life, and eyed her child beloved 
With pity long ; then, at the last, thus spake, 
" Would that even now thy soul could freed awake, 
Eesign'd its temporal mansion, — ^with a bound 
Might burst all ramparts that beset thee round ! 
But that must not be. Sadly I foresee — 
And yet, thou, child, might' st shape thy destiny ! — 
List, dearest. — ^Eight more years shall o'er thee roll : 
Then, when matured by time and thought thy soul, 
A mortal danger on thy path must rise ; 
And thou shalt perish, drear misfortune's prize. 
Save thou exert'st the will was given to save. 
But which may prompt thee but to dig thy grave ! 
Farewell. For thee, my child, I'll fondly pray. 
And prayers work wonders, whate'er mortals say ; 
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Yet the decision thine at last must rest ; 

If thou survive that year, thou shalt be blest ! " — 

She said, and vanish'd. Mina weeping woke. — 
She told the tale. 

" And is this all ? " I spoke. 
" Can you, indeed, brood o'er such childish dream ? " 
" I was no child," she said, " nor this could fancy seem« 
Thrice, at long intervals, a year or more. 
The selfsame vision gleam'd my eyes before, 
The selfeame words were echo'd on my ear I 
And they have stirr'd no visionary fear. 
I know, 'twas Heav'n the solemn warning gave ; 
It is my mother, who has stoop'd to save 
To this cold earth of care and gloom again. 
And now two years will make the warning plain^ 
For then the destined term shall life complete." 

" Dismiss these visions," said I, " Mina, sweet ! 
These desolate thoughts, in dark pine-forest bred, 
Where scarce the sunshine flickered overhead : 
Few cloudlets now on your horizon lie ; 
You shall be happy ! I proclaim it, I." 

She forced a laugh, while I so fondly chid 
And bade her smile ; she smiled because I bid ; 
For, as I told you, true friends sworn were we ; 

d many a frank confession made she me. 
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How »)me young prince, at spring Bohemian met, 
Had wooed her yoimg affections, guiltless yet 
Of aught but passing fancies, zephyr-like, 
That stir the blossom, ere the tempest strike* 

Kindly we parted, for to other shore 
Our travel's destiny my footsteps bore ; 
Yet correspondence frank we oft renew'd, 
And still her letters proved her sad of mood, 
Until a blank of some six months ensued. 

Then wrote I to another Weimar friend 
To ask how Mina fared. Ye guess the end. 
The mother's prophecy proved darkly true. 
A villain wooed her love, and won her too, 
Who bare no good repute in Weimar's town. 
Whom she suspected half, yet drugg'd suspicion down. 

They wedded, and to Paris made repair, 
To pass the honeymoon. Sojourning there, 
This wretch, possess'd by her blind confidence 
Of all her worldly havings, stole from thence. 
And left her orphan'd, lonely in the world. 
Then, in one hour, to woe's abysses hurl'd 
From rapture's height, — for dearly had she loved, — 
By worse than death, the loved one's treason proved. 
Blank madness o'er her shatter'd senses crept. 
And never more poor Mina pray'd or wept. 
Her death soon follow'd. 'Tis a piteous tale ! 
But truth, I promised, should alone prevail. 
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Each from the fsud his own c(»iclusion draw ! 
For me, — this memory Slh my soul with awe. 

Sleep, gentlest Mina, sweetly, calmly sleep I 
Those deep fond eyes shall wake no more to weep. 
Above, de^ite thy self-deluBion wild, 
111 trust the happy mother clasps her child. 
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TEUTONIA. 



Fair are thy meads, Teutonia 1 Beauty's seal 

Is on thee set : thy mountains, forests, plains, 
A very world of loveliness reveal. 

Thy sons are true, and deathless are thy strains. 
Soon mayst thou rend Convention's cobweb chains 1 

But scan'st thou thy chief want? Thou know'st it not : 
It is respect for woman's joys and pains. 

Due reverence for the sex I For Woman's lot 
Is servitude with thee, nor dare I hide the blot. 

Hath land on earth more exquisite maids than thine, 

More pure, more loving, buoy'd by spring-tide's glee, 
Inheritors of beauty's spell divine. 

With hearts that throb for immortality ? 
Theu lov'st, but honour'st not ! O should this be ? 

If now more harshly roll the minstrel rhyme, 
Think not I grudge thy minstrel fame to thee I 

But petty tyranny is household crime : 
List thou, nor close thine ears ! 'Tis time ; 'tis more than 

time I 
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Mildly Teutonia's Muse feir woman greets 

On Schiller's page ; yet^ if by reason scanned, 
Such praise is naught. On meads, in city streets, 

Alike the goodman holds supreme command, 
Nor can our British slavery imderstaad. 

What ! men submit to know their wills overruled 
By idle wives, an Amazonian band ? 

Shall " coimsellors" in domestic life be schooFd ? 
Taught when to smoke, when wine? No Teuton thus 
. were fool'd I 

" Made not wise Providence man's arm more stout, 

So plainly willing rational control ? 
Wliere woman sways the brain, the wits are out." 

What nursed these thoughts imgenerous in the soul ? 
Haply State-servitude inspired the whole ; 

And Hans*, as schoolboy tutor'd by the State^ 
Decreed at home should nightly thunders roll, 

And harsh unvarying edicts pass for fete : 
Thence on their sovereign lords mild wives submissive wait. 

Few island husbands, to their dames' despair. 

Will crowd their rooms with smoke till all grows dim. 
Let Teuton "haus-frau" question, if she dare. 

Her liege's right ! Dear heart, her brain would swim 
Before she once presumed to question him ! 

Until this barbarism end shall know. 
This mournful servitude and empire grim, 

The Tree of Freedom ne'er can freely grow ; 
Domestic slavery blasts the seed that thinkers sow. 

* The Oennan " John," 
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Yea, even thy poets, — ^woeftil is't to tell, 

Teutonia ! — ^laud the empire of the fist. 
Kedwitz, the Amaranth-singer, weaves his spell 

Of quaint enchantment ; but, if long we list, 
We find, the indignant winds the " Italian" hiss'd, 

The Princess, who presumed a voice to claim ; 
While the dear German maid so meekly kiss'd, 

And showed a soul so exquisitely tame, 
• The approving hero needs must bless so mild a fiame. 

Thence, too, the mightiest of thy minstrels fex, 

Who yet delights and warns, Grillpartzer hight, 
Shines, through obstructing clouds, a giant-star ; 

Envy and rancour's rage obscure his light. 
Yea, hoped to whelm his name in mutinous night. 

For that he Woman's wrongs presumed to trace : 
Showed grand " Medea's" soul of tragic might. 

And in his loveliest " Hero " blent with grace 
An energy and will that shock'd the Teuton race. 

O wake and know thy sin, Teutonia, wake I 

The kindling hopes and ardours that inspire. 
Must reap their consummation. For love's sake, 

For light, for liberty's, let each true Ijnre 
Plead Woman's cause 1 and not with hasty ire 

Reject the warning voice. I love thee well. 
And for I love, would rouse to generous fire : 

For one dear sake, love's joys, and passion's spell, 
Even from my inmost heart these poet-accents fell. 
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One warning word. At home, feint echoes rise ; 

Bards lisp their patronage, " Sweet Woman's due," 
Make her '^ the summer-radiance of our skies I " 

But has she not her world about her too ? 
Grace, magic sweetness, love, in voice, form, hue, 

Are these her realm ? Ah, jQriends, this word receive 
Your thoughts are seeming ; hers are brave, are true ! 

Hers is the goal, round which we circles weave. 
And what the First ill-sought, must yield the Living Eve. 



LYRICS 



OP 



SPRING AND EARLY SUMMER 



Being bom as free as ' thue^ 
I shall sing as I shall plea8e " 
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THE DISCOVERY. 



What lovely elfin-sprite art thou ? 
Say, where didst take thy birth ? 
With those bright eyes, that placid brow, 
Thou fain would'st have us think that thou 
Art but a child of earth ! 
But no, no, no 1 
Thou canst not blind us so. 

O, some fax purer star than ours 

Must be thy &therland. 
Where sweeter, calmer, glide the hours, 
And all the paths are strewn with flowers 
By Nature's lavidi hand. 
No, no, — no, no I 
Thou shalt not blind us so. 

And oh ! that world is music's star, 

The heavenly land of song ; 
And, where sweet echoes ceaseless are, 
Strains, fency's flights exceeding far. 
Stream aU the vales along. 
No, no, — ^no, no I 
Thou must not blind us so. 
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Then, O ! to us how strangely dear 

Must such a rover be I 
Ah, would we had not cause to fear 
That every gentle breeze we hear 

Unto thy star away might hurry thee ! 
But no, no, no I 
Love bind thee here below ! 
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THE GONDOLIER. 



Gaily sings the gondolier, 

O'er the ocean riding : 
Rippling wavelets, fer and near, 

Past his bark are gliding ; 
Whilst the moon, through veils of snow, 
Sweetly smiles on earth below, 
Venice' domes their summits rear, 

O'er the deep presiding. 

And he sings the lays of glory 

Tasso writ in olden time. 
Of the combats famed in story 

'Neath the glowing Eastern clime. 
How their swords the knights imbnied, 
How the boasting foe pursued, 
How the Moslem's plains were gory, 

How they perish'd for their crime. 

Then in lighter fonder numbers, 
Hear him trill his changeful strain ! 

Now it sinks and sofUy slumbers. 
Now it swells to life again ; 

Loudly, yet so sweetly rings, — 

'Tis of love the vagrant sings. 

Nought the gliding bark encumbers 
In its passage o'er the main. 



192 



I 



NORTHERN LOVE -SONG. 
— • — 

Maiden, I- sigh for thee : 

Turn not away ! 
Thou art my destiny, 

Light of my day. 
Colder than wastes of snow 
Lies this heart lost in woe ; 
Sunk in night, faint and low, 

Shunn'd by hope's ray. 

O, let thine eyes of blue 

Beam on my soul 1 
Maiden, for life I sue ; 

Thou art life's goal. 
And, if thou heed me not. 
Cast is my earthly lot, 
Joy and hope all forgot, 

Sadness my dole. 

See, on our darkest skies 
Heaven's torches flare ! 
Must still thy gentle eyes 

Teach me despair ? 
Vainly I upward glance : 
Aye, in cold winter's trance 
Sleeps thy sweet coimtenance ; 
Spring dawns not there. 
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THE MAID OF OTAHEITE. 



Lo 1 in yon smiling verdant isle 
On the burst of the southern main, 

Lurk glades imknown to grief and guile, 
Where love and beauty reign. 

There roams each gentle savage maid 
Through each blooming and shady vale, 

And starts^ of her own &ir form a&aid, 
As she bends o'er the waters pale. 

Lo, half in joy, and half in fear. 
She starts from the stream away ; 

And flies to her bower in the forest near, 
And chants her island lay. 

pride of my bosom, O light of mine eyes, 
Wherever thou wander'st, to thee my soul flies,* 

1 mourn in thy absence, I languish, I fade ; 
Return then, thou loved one, and smile on thy maid ! 





194 THE MAID OF OTAHEITE. 

Oh ! thou art the pahn-tree and I am the flower 
That in shade, or in sunshine, beneath thee shall cower ; 
I dread not the tempest, I fear not the blast, 
Thy arms, O beloved one, around me are cast ! 

I am like a pale streamlet that wanders in night 
Till thou bath'st with thy sunbeams raj waters in light ; 
A blossom that withers, un£um'd bj the dew, 
Till thou wak'st me to life and to rapture anew. 

Yes, thou art the palm-tree, and I am the flower 

That in shade, or in sunshine, beneath Hiee must cower; 

I mourn in thy absence, I languish, I fede, — 

O haste thou, thou loved one, O smile on thy maid ! 
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THE YOUNG KING ON THE BATTLE'S EYE. 



The monarch look'd forth through the darkness of night 

On the field where to-morrow the armies would meet ; 
Where his hopes would be crush'd, as the spring by the 
bUght, 

Or the arrogant foeman be hurPd to his feet. 
Fidl high beat his heart at the thought of that morrow, 

Now kindling with ardour, now burning with shame ; 
He cares not for dangers, he dreams net of sorrow. 

But thirsts for the conflict, and glows for its feme. 

There is light on his brow, there is fire in his eyes : 

Can he fail ? can those fell whom he guides to the fray ? 
Already, in fancy, the proud foeman flies, 

And they who invaded are forced to obey. 
Proud sympathy creeps through his war-hosts around, 

A thrill, whence they know not, of ardour sublime : — 
O, would that the tnmipets this moment would sound ! 

0, when comes the morning ? — Fly, pale laggard Time I 

Yet, ever as through that murky night 
There breaks one gleam of angel light 
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From the silvery moon 

Where it floats in the sky, 
Like a smiling boon 

From my maiden^s eye, — 
Even so in the monarches martial breast 
One silvery ray doth brightly rest ; 

One thought of the bride whom he loves so well, 
So young and so gentle, so lovely and true. 

Sweet as the mountain hawthorn-bell, 
And pure as heaven's ethereal blue. 

So the monarch look'd forth through the darkness of night 
On tiie field where to-mc»rrow the armies would meet, 

When his hopes would be crush'd, as the spring by the 
blight. 
Or the arrogant foeman be hurFd to his feet. 
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SONG FOR THE GERMAN LEGION. 

((StlMEA, 1856.) 



Up, up, flies our gay Legion's baoner) 
Hark forward o'er laj;ida acd, o'er seas ! - 
Here are gallant yoiwig horsemen, 
And heart-valiant Norseii(ien, 
And where is the regiment Ijongher than these ? 
Hark forward o'er lands ^d o'^ sea^. 

Bold, bold as the ocean-gulf bounding, 
Leaps forth each young soul to the fr^-y, 
From Northland^ and Rhineland, 
And Germany's vineland, 
And they aU have a heart for Old England, they say. 
Hark forward, each soul, to the fray. 

Then up with our gay Legion's banner I 
Now forward o'er lands and o'er seas I 
Our swords are not blunt, man, 
We 've a Wooldridge in front, man. 
And won't we soon over the chevaux-de-frise ? 
Hark forward o'er lands and o'er seas. 
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NIGHT. 
(a dream of those afar.) 



Gloomy Night 1 
The moon through misty vapours beams, 

The stars on high are flying ; 
There, on the moor, a meteor gleams. 
The wind to mourn creation seems, 

Chill, sad, and dying. 
A void, without life, form, or light I 

The fight was lost on yonder heath ; 

The dead and dying there 

Lie in the cold night air. 
Silence and gloom, around, above, beneath. 

But hark to yon murmur ! — how pale is each star I 

The storm- wind is rushing, — it moans from afer; 

Now nearer, yet nearer, like thunders of ocean ; 
The pale moon is hidden, the lurid skies grieve, 
The spirits the web of eternity weave, 

And pass o'er the moor with a tempest's commotion ^ 
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. Silence, darkness, night, 
Void of form, of life, or Ught; 
The moon through vapours beams, 
The moor to slumber seems. 

Hark, mortal accents I Yonder maid 

Beside her bridegroom's corse her form hatih laid. 

In vain to rouse the dead she seeks ; 

She speaks : — 

" Beloved one, sleep'st thou ? O wake, O wake I 
Why stray in the mournful land of dreams ? 

The moon is kissing yon gentle lake ; 
The star of love in the ether gleams : 

I thirst for thy kisses — awake, awake I " 

To his pale cold lips her lips are bound ; 

Deep silence round, 

Nor life, nor light, 
But void and darkness, soulless night. 

Hark, away and away ! lo, the stars have all fled ; 

The beams of the cold moon yet rest on the dead ; 

Away and away, with a tempest's conmiotion I 

The earth and the air and the low'ring skies grieve. 
The spirits the bond of eternity weave ; 

They pass on the whirlwind like thunders of ocean. 

The moon through misty vapours beams. 
The stars on high are flying ; 
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Far on the moor a meteor gleams ; 
The wind to mourn creation seems 

Chilly sad, and dying : 
Void of form, and life, and light, 
Gloomy night I 
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SONG OF TEIUMPH. 



Plait we the chaplet, O ! plait we the wreath, 
With the roses above and the lilies beneath ; 
With the last's virgin tint, and the first's purple stain, 
We'll smile for the living, and mourn for the slain. 

They fell, they fell, in the hour of fight. 
When victory brightened o'er them ; 

They died for right's eause in the pale moonlight, 
And the mothers are proud that bore them. 

So let us not weep for the nobly slain ! 

They shall rise in our hearts, in our souls, again ! 

But hail we the loved ones. 

Who, homeward returning. 
Are hasting to greet us. 

Now sighing, now burning ; 
They sigh for their comrades 

Who sleep in earth's mould. 
But they bum with love's ardour; 

Love conquers the bold. 



202 SONG OF TRIUMPH. 

Plait, England, the chaplet thy heart's love bestows, 
And to laurel and myrtle add lily and rose I 
With the first's virgin tint, and the last's purple stain. 
We'll smile for the living, and mourn for the slain. 
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A SONG FOR ALL. 



There are whirlpools, we know, 

In the deep main below, 
Yet over the billows our brave vessels go ; 

There are spots, wise men prove, 

In the Sim we all love ; 
But we can't have perfection below or above. 

And many a wrong, 

And sad themes for our song. 
Has Britain, of woes and abuses a throng ; 

But if foemen are near. 

We'll nor falter nor jeer. 
But make the wide imiverse ring with our cheer. 

There's a time to be foimd 

To make old timber sound ; 
But when on our vessel dark tempests have frown'd, 

We wiU tighten each sail. 

And our hearts shall not quail, 
But we'll let the old banner swing out to the gale. 
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Queen, and prelate, and lord, 

Thoy are all on our board. 
And we'll join hand to hand, and not clash sword to sword; 

For our chUdren and wives, 

We will all risk our lives. 
And it is not at such an hour small malice thrives. 

So here we'll agree, 

By the oath of the free. 
To live and to die for the Queen of the sea. 

Let the deep thunders roll ! 

They shall awe not one soul, 
While God i« our Master, and right is our goal. 



205 



A GARLAND. 



I. 

QUESTION. 



Which is the Mrest of Nature's gifts ? 
Say, wise men, say : — 
Is it the rose in its tcaader prime, 
That, bliK^dng to life in the freEdi spring time, 
Her buoyant blossoms tow'rd heav'n tiplifls) 

And calls down its sunniest ray ? 
Il^ O say I 

Is it the gem that, in mountain hold, 
Sleeps, clear as starlight, as icicle cold. 
Yet wafts round it radiance of day ? 
O say I 
Is it Spring's breeze, ever blessing and blest ? 
Is it the lake, by still moonbeams caress'd ? 
Is it the sky, in its rich starry vest ? 
Where does the fiiirest of Nature's gifts stray, 
That we may wander to seek it that way ? 
Friends, say ! 
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The feirest of all Nature's gifts here below, 
We, the learned, say. 

Is the maiden, whose spirit responsive doth glow 

To the jfresh strain of glee, to the sad plaint of woe ; 

For nothing, believe us, our earth can bestow, 
Ay, or heav'n could display. 
On land or on ocean, by night or by day. 

More bright and more pure than that maiden we know. 

Charms of stars, roses, and gems may be told ; 
What can the light of a fair soul unfold ? 
Full surely the heart of the pedant were cold, 

Who these could behold. 
And sternly and mutely would wend him away, 
Not caught by that exquisite purity's ray, 
Those smiles which could Solon and Solomon sway. 
And the dear spice of mischief more winning than they. 

Are we right ? All shall flay. 



II. 

FOREBODING. 



Love to force, or roughly banish. 
Far exceeds our measured power ; 

Spectral shades will mutely vanish 
At the roseate morning hour : 
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Even as then, iincall'd-for day 
Gilds the earth with gladness' ray, 
So the light of happy love 
Falls, unlooked-for, from above. 



III. 



FACT. 



Zephyrs of Spring, come ye sporting aroiyid me ! 

What would ye seek in this young heart of mine ? 
How can ye guess what a lialo has crown'd me ? 

What can ye ken of my inmate divine ? 
Love's in this heart, love's in this breast ; 
Zephyrs, why speed ye from east and from west? 

Surely no lark but its carol is singing, 

Joyously greeting my visitant fair ; 
Surely no flower but its odour is flinging 

Up to my heart, as to greet a friend there ; 
Love's in this heart, love's in this breast; 
Spring, have I told thee, or how hast thou guess'd ? 
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IV. 
MAGIO. 

Tell me, heart, what spell of might 

Works such strange control ; 
Where'er I go, hy day, hj night, 
Methinks, I trace a footstep light. 
Watching all my soul. 

Just now I trod the dusky wood. 

And in its deep'st recesses. 
Behind an ehn-tree's bole she stood. 
With finger raised in playiul mood,-— 
The airy vision blesses ! 

But hist I her charming voice I hear ! 

Love, aid me ! — ^Vain endeavour ! 
There's not a mortal, fer or near. 
This night I'll tell my only dear, 

She must be mine for ever. 



v. 

A WORD OF EARNEST. 



There's a light in these eyes, like the glow of the morning, 
When first blushing forth over ocean and earth. 

And the sweet charm- of candour, her beauty adorning, 
Wakes all my own being to summer-tide mirth. 
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Be there richer flowers in June's broad bowers, 
Yet Spring's first snowdrop who must not love ? 

Let the tempest threat, and the pale stin set, 
Still the snowdrop smiles in the leafless grove, 
With trustful love. 

Ne'er yet hath thy boqpm known passion^s revealings, 

Yet never was maid bom for love, if not thou I 
All woman's aflections, all fond gentle feelings, 

Lie shrined in that bosom, and dawn from that brow. 
In the duskiest shade of the forest glade 

Full often the tenderest blossoms bloom : 
And the modest grace of that angel face, 

'Neath love's sunny spell shall fresh magic assume, 
Chasing &r doubt and gloom. 

But O, may I hope that my image may ever 

Be traced on the shrine of that innocent heart ? 
May I hope to be worthy of thee? Alas, never I 

And should I then, silent and hopeless, depart ? 
The wide pale cloud, which is morning's shroud, 

Doth often usher a glorious day : 
O, thus may sweet love all thy being move. 

And the darkness of doubt pass in air away I 
Canst thou love me ? Say ! 
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VI. 

CANZONETTE OF THE ACCEPTED, 

Long as wide eartli hath flow'rs to spare 
I'll garlands plait for thee, moat &ir I 
Long as Spring's songsters cham their glee, 
I'll trill my notes of love to thee. 
0, should not love have tenderer lays 
Than any bird that wings on high ? 
For hath not thy beauty dearer rays 

Than the verdant earth, or the azure sky ? 
O, therefore list, loved maiden mine, 
O, hear me swear, by thy truth divine, 
To tell thy charms till the stars have set. 
That the nightingale 
May hush her tale 
To list to the praise of my violet. 
My maiden, maiden violet. 

I boast not, sweet, for love hath power 

To kindle dead hearts in his magic hour. 

And the woods and the skies and the stars lie mute^ 

As charm'd by the lover's plaintive lute. 

A breezelet comes from the distant west 

That swells with a sigh his happy pain, 
And echo aiar, with a tender imrest. 

Seems to linger with love on the murmuring strain 
O, therefore list, sweet mistress mine. 
And hear me swear by thy truth divine. 
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To tell thy charms till the stars have set, 
That the nightingale 
May hush her tale 
To list to the praise of my violet, 
My maiden, maiden violet. 



vu. 



ONE OF love's trifles. 



* The Danube, or the Ehine, 

Friend, which of these is fairest ? " 
Thus ask'd the loved one mine, 
In her magic rarest. 

The Danube seems a maid 

* Who shrinks from this gazing earth. 
And strays in the wild wood shade 

And recks not of fond free mirth. 
The Rhine is a laughing fair, 

Who from pleasure to pleasure flies, 
And, free from all sorrow or care. 

She smiles on the grapes and the skies. 

The Danube seems to weep. 

But her grief is like starlit night ; 

The Rhine in joy would leap, 
Beneath the sun^s broad light, 
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Joy and sorrow, which is Purest? ' .; r? 

Tender shade, or the £ix)lic sunshine? ; t/ 
Both have charms; and their magic thou sharest, 
For these and all graces are thine. 
Yes, choice of my heart, 
Beloved as thou art. 
The Rhine's bright gladness, the1>anube's sweet sadness,' 
Both these are thine. 



VIII. 
SONG OF THE HAPPY LOVER. 

Earth's orb is rich in meads, gardens, and bowers : 
Which is the brightest of all her fresh flowers ? 
Maiden forms beautiM, countless, we see, 
Which is the feirest ? No two hearts agree ! 

Is it bright Ada, whose eyes of deep hue 
Shine like a mirror, where archness peeps through ? 
Whose snowy neck, nobly, graceftdly bending. 
Pride of a goddess with love's wiles seems blending ; 

Is it fair Mina, wild Germany's maid. 

With orbs like blue violets sprung in the shade ? 

Whose soft yielding arms are as tender and white 

As the snowdrops of spring, which each zephyr can bli^^t? 
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Is it Isaiira, young daughter of Rome, 
Who is stately and tall as the £uies of her home ? 
Whose proud form' is &shion'd for empire and love, 
And claims adoration like angels above. 

Or thou, nameless One 1 £ramed of courage and fear, 
As the dew on the rose seems a smile and a tear. 
Who canst silence the bold when those meek eyes look grave, 
And, in sweetest terrors, dost vanquish the brave 1 

Blossoms more gorgeous the wide earth may show. 
But they win not the heart to as tender a glow : 
Gay troops beam star-like from east and from west, 
Still the soul murmurs, " My own is the best 1 " 



IX. 
THE BRIBERS DOUBT. 

The world in love's mirror seeing 
For truth, too, from thee I call. 
O, I but in thee have being, 
And thou hast eyes for all I 

A beam of light, 

A bird's swiil flight, 
A flower can woo thy gaze from mine : 

Thus rov'st thou still 

With heedless will. 
And leav'st my heart to pine ! 

F 3 
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Ah, why do we fondness cherish 
For all that but gleams to fade ? 

Wouldst thou weep, if thou saw'st me perish T 
Mayhap, for an hour. Poor maid I 

Fond woman's true heart to measure. 

But rarely thy sex can rise ; 
She loves not for sportive pleasure ; 
She loves, as saints love the skies. 
She sets her all, 
Whate-er befell. 
On one poor earthly cast, ah me ! 
And if she yearn 
For full return, 
How vain her thirst may be ! 
And yet, if that hope be madness, 

We cherish the darling woe ; 
There's a charm in love's deepest sadness : 
Would I cease th«i to love thee ? No. 



^18 ANSWER. 
X. 



Sweetest of chiders, in all things I see 

Shadows and emblems and echoes of thee. 

Blame not this heart if, through love's boimteous dieer, 

It count the whole universe sacred and dear. 



A OARLANF. 215 

Yet, fm"eet, I doubt not, by order divine^ 
Purer, nay deeper, thy nature than mine. 
Man is the river that sweeps to its goal ; 
Woman the lakelet that mirrors the soul. 

Life, addve life, may the currents divide. 

Bocks may arrest them, gain trouble the tide : 

Only at eve seem the waters to rest, 

When the starshine of happiness sleeps on their breast 

So, when the strife of the hot day is o'er 
Ever thy presence to health shall restore. 
Fancy's wild visions might tempt us to roam ; 
Bind shall the heart's priceless magnet to home* 



XI. 
** ALONE WITH THEE." 

Aloke with thee ; earth's strains afar seem calling, 

While &intly steals eve's shadow o'er the sea ; 
No shade of doubt athwart this soul is falling ; 

I seek for light in God alone, and thee I 
Har^ hearts may scorn us ; dream'st thou, I regret ? 

No, let the mighty scowl, the base deride : 
My aU with thee upon the cast is set, 
And bliss is mine, if I can feel me yet 

Thy spirit's bride* 
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Men know thee not ; men dare to scorn and hate thee ; 

Seek in mj bosom nobler sympathies I 
Though in myself unworthy all to mate thee, 

Yet, in my love, to thy pure height I rise. 
Say, wilt thou hail in me the mirror clearest, 

The echo fond, which earth till now denied ? 
What? that my soul shotdd pine for wealth, thou fearest? 

best beloved, O first and ever dearest, 
I am thy bride ! 

So, all in vain would myriad empires lure me, 
Back from that aide where first I leam'd to reign, 

Reign in the royal thoughts which deep assure me 
That all I prized tiU now was worse than vain. 

So may the selfish chide, the cold condemn. 
Our love by heav'n is blest, and blest shall be ; 

So let the world neglect, forget, contemn ! 

1 am thy bride, what shotdd I care for them, 

Alone with thee ? 



XII. 

SONG OF THE WIPE. 
(In After Years.) 



Tes, this heart was a timid thing 
That fear'd it knew not why. 

As the young bird spreads its wing 
When a zephyr flutters by. 



A OAKLAND. 217 



But should lightnings glare around me, 

And heaven's thunders crash above, 
I could joy, since thou hast found me^ 
And seek shelter in thy love : 
Yes, my fear 
Now proves dear ; 
Thou to chide and shield art near. 

I have shrunk in pale afiright 

From the world's rough bitter ways. 
From deceit and lawless might. 

From the noontide's scorching rays ; 
But in danger, when I Hsten 

To the arrogant world-blast, 
I see thy dear eyes glisten. 

And dread and care are past : 
Then my fear 
Proves more dear ; 

Thou to chide and shield art near. 

So the dread of love's young dawn, 

That thy heart might tire of mine. 
When like some mute startled &wn 

I have sought the woods to pine ; 
This hath slowly, surely &ded, 

'Neath the sunshine of thine eyes, 
Till Mth's mirror shines unshaded, 

Faint reflecting back the skies. 
So no fear 
Lingers here. 

Save the dread to lose thee, dear ! 
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TWO EARLY PRONUNCIAMENTOS. 



I. 

Oh, blame me not, because I love 

My native isle ! 
I find, where'er my footsteps rove, 

Force, change, and guile ; 
But — open honour, candour ^eej — 
Britain I for these I turn to thee. 

Then let each swelling brawler boast 

His martial fame I 
We fear not, we, earth's threat'ning host. 

While right's our aim. 
Britain, though loud thy foemen yell. 
Thy wooden walls shall shield thee well. 

Eussia, the empire of the knout, 

Sad Germany, 
Italia with its Popish rout. 

Are scarce for me ; 
All these do slavery's bonds defile ; 
I love, I love my native isle. 
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II. 



Long live our Albion's Churcli, 

The mother of our land ! 
What need we further search ? 

We are hers in heart and hand. 
We need no pomps of Rome ; 

No Pantheist schemes be ours : 
But huzza for our own true Church at home. 

And down with Satan's powers. 

Ay, let Hegelians scoff, 

And shavelings pour their gall, 
Some cowls to St. Ignatius doff 

That move not to heav'n at all I 
Let yeasty democrats foam. 

Whatever tempest lowers, 
Still huzza for our own true Church at home, 

And down with Satan's powers. 

Long live our Albion's Church ! 

Waifs totter o'er ruin's brink ; 
But though this vessel oft may lurch, 

Yet never shall she sink. 
Let craven hearts go roam ! 

Truth and love are her saving dowers. 
So huzza for our own true Church at home, 

And down with Satan's powers ! 
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NOTE. 



Pardon the breathings of impatient youth, 
That from a&r its land beloved eyed ; 

Experience, that confirms the partial truth, 
Bebukes the lack of charity, and pride. 



221 



ONE MORE WREATH. 



I. 



THE lover's prayer. 



Love me, hate me, as thou wilt, — 
Not so coldly gaze upon me ! 
Let those eyes smile sweetly on me, 

Or abhor my frenzied guilt I 

Tis a crime to love thee ; yes : 
Dares the bramble kiss the blossom ? 
Fan rough winds the rose's bosom ? 

Thou art more, and I am less. 

StiQ I love, and thou, alas ! 

Canst not even deign to hate me : 
Hours on hours of torture wait me, 

Slowly all the moments pass. 
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In thy cold but gentle mien 

Worse than hate I Htill discover ; 
I to thee — O hapless lover ! 

Am as I had never been. 

Couldst thou hate, I then shoidd hope : — 
Hate and love go oft together, 
Smiles and frowns, like April weather, 

When the buds of promise ope. 

But this cold, this dull despair, 

Frost and ice, nor woe nor gladness, 
Moming^s smile, nor midnight's sadness ; 

This is more than man can bear, 



11. 
love's fear and hope. 

If I too humble, too weak, appear, 

Lady, sweet lady. 
Think that to me thou art all too dear. 

Lady, sweet lady : 
Think that I live and breathe in thee. 
That thou and thy love will ever be 
The life ofmy eternity I 
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The cloud of the even, though barren and wild, / 

Of the dull hue of night, may yet smile on the earth, 
If the sun cast his rays on the storm- wind's child, 

And kindle dim soLw to sunnner-tide mirth : 
Then, where vapours of darkness in thick streams roll'd, 

Hues of bright gold and purple aU gloriously rise ; 
The dark veils of sadness retire, unfold, 

And the white cloud sails lightly o'er pure azure skies. 

Then, if in my essence too dark I seem, 

Lady, sweet lady. 
Think, that thy light is my spirit's theme. 

Lady, sweet lady : 
Think, if those eyes would but smile on me, 
I and my love might be worthy thee. 
Thou hope of mine eternity ! 



III. 



love's arguments. 



WHO WOULD NOT LOVE ? 



There is no flower that blooms on earth 
That, all alone, its fair head bows: 

What were the rose's fragrance worth 
If not to breathe of passion's vows ? 

How ofl they tell the amorous tale, 

The rose, the warbling nightingale I 
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There is no star that beams in heaven 
That all alone its course pursues ; 

Its rays to some iair orb are given 

Which wails them back in crystal hues : 

Their amorous glances meet, unite, 

The beaming star, the orb of lighk 

There is no wave that plays on ocean 
That heedless of its neighbour foams ; 

They meet and kiss in soft emotion, 
And seek enclasped the Sirens' homes : 

There sport they in the ocean-cave. 

The wavelet and the sister wave. 

And oh ! shoiddst thou, most beauteous maid, 
In icy coldness pass thy days ! — 

What flower like thee bepaints the glade ? 
What wave like thee on ocean plays ? 

What star can waft such rays divine 

As gleam from those dear eyes of thine ? 

Then seek some kindred soul to love thee ! 

Such beauty need not seek too &r : 
Gaze not on yonder heav'n above thee, 

And roam not to another star I 
Thine ardent lover stands before thee, 
I, earthly child of earth, adore thee I 
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rv. 

" NEVER : " THE TROUBADOUR's VIRELAY. 

-a 

Never, never 
Shall our ties be broken ! 

But, for ever. 
Rest these signs Love's token I 
Still the sun illumes the skies, 
Still beams light from ladies' eyes. 
Still with roses plays the breeze, 
Still the zephjra kiss the seas. 
When all this shall cease to be. 
Shall my heart not dote on thee I 
But, till then, whilst life is ours. 

Nought our love shall sever : 
Falls the snow in summer hours ? 

No — ^never I 

Never, never, 
Shall our faith know morrow : 

Past for ever 
Doubt, and care, and sorrow. 
Still the birds in forests sing, 
StiU the blossoms smile in Spring, 
Still for dew the lilies pine. 
Still the stars at midnight shine : 
When all this shall cease to be. 
Shall my heart not dote on thee I 

Q 
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But, till then, while earth has skies. 
Nought our love shall sever : 

Can grief dim thy dark blue eyes ? 
No — ^never ! 

Never, never, ^ 

Will we part, dear maiden ! 

As for ever 
Bees with sweets are laden. 
As the dews at twilight fell. 
And the dove his mate will call. 
And the golden butterfly 
To the rose's breast must hie. 
So my heart must dote 6n thee, 
Till all this shall cease to be ! 
Flowers, and waves, and clouds entwine 

In earth and heav'n for ever : 
Can I cease, then, to be thine ? 
Canst thou cease, then, to be mine ? 

Oh I never, never I 



ONE MORE APRIL WREATH. 227 



V. 
SONG OF ARliANDE. 

Dearest and fiihrest, I love thee, love thee ; 

Thou art my heart's far goal, star of my mortal night ; 
I am the flower, thou the planet above me 

That wak'st me to life by the rays of thy golden light. 
Lost was my spirit in sorrow and care, 
Simk seem'd my soul in the toils of despair ; 
But, — as the summer's breeze 
Calms with her kiss the seas, 
Beam'd on my night of woe thy sun of beauty rare. 

Maid of the blue eyes, I love thee, love thee ; 

They are my guiding-orbs over earth's weary track ; 
In my heart's wreath I with rapture have wove thee, 
And, lost in thy charms', on the moumfiil past gaze not 
back. 
Like the bird that hath flown o'er the billowy main. 
And joys 'mid earth's blossoms to warble his strain, 
So, when thy spirit's light 
Chased far my clouds of night, 
Earth beam'd in golden rays, I woke to life again. 

Dearest and fairest, I love thee, love thee ! — 

Oh, hath our mortal tongue words that speak more than 
these ? — 

Gaze on yon heav'n where the azure above thee. 

Lit by the sun's last rays, gleameth like golden seas : — 

Q2 
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So hath thy love lit my spirit with joy : 
Danger nor care shall its brightness alloy ! 
Bound is my heart to thee : 
Smile then^ oh, smile on me ! 
Dearer than life are thy smiles to thy minstrel boy. 
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ENVOY 
(to lyrics of spring and early summer.) 



Fresh fe,ncy's lays in springtide born, 
Fond exhalations of the mom, 

We blame you not in youth. 
Who hath not known such dreams as these. 
Such transient sweet realities, 

Such yearnings after truth ? 

Farewell, frail blossoms of the spring ! 
A broader glare doth summer fling 

And action's sun must shine : 
Late autumn's harvest genial prove. 
And winter spread her stars above 

With prophecy divine ! 
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YOUTH'S PHILOSOPHY. 

STAKZAS. 



What is beauty ? What is light ? 

Both are &ding flow'rs, 
Borne to darkness' sacred night 

By the restless hours. 
Gentle mortals, mourn ye this ? 

Weep not so ! 
Nought, which does not change, is bliss 
Here below. 

Why does spring so £air appear 

To thy kindling eye. 
Save that winter dull and drear, 

Still may linger nigh ? 
Why does mom such gladness throw 

O'er thy heart 
Save that when the sunbeams glow 
Shades depart? 
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Even love's own joy divine 

Shines so very fair, 
Since that joy must intertwine 

With sad doubt and care. 
That sweet bliss we costliest prize 

Which may fly : 
O, how dear in mortal eyes 
All that die ! 

If the Sim for ever beam'd 

How should stars shine forth ? 
If the rose for ever gleam'd 
Would it keep its worth ? 
Could we love, with love's keen fear, 

That bright maid 
Who shoidd blossom gaily here. 
Ne'er to fade ? 

No : the heart's true self devotion 

But from danger springs ; 
In the tempest's wild commotion 

Love spreads sheltering wings. 
Light from darkness, joy from sorrow. 

Ever rise : 
Clouds are black to-day ; to-morrow 

Shall more freshly laugh the skies. 
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NARRATIVE. 



THE CONVICT'S TALE. 



Yes, I was nurtured in a pauper's dwelling, 

My parents died ere I could know their love ; 

And dreary was my boyhood, pent within 

Those high stone walls ; yet not without its blessings. 

There came a chaplain to the Union, sir, 

A kind, grave, venerable man. One day, 

He marked my sad boy-face, and spoke me feirly : 

I can remember that mild greeting yet, 

Its every accent. Thanks to his appeal 

More hours of liberty and play were left me. 

Till then, at hemp-picking I drudged all day. 

Save when I toiled at school, with no kind master 

To make the task of learning a delight, 

As made it might be : (things are better now 

In the old land at home, so all men teU me.) 
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Well, sir, that word of kindly sympathy. 

It sowed a generous seed within my breast. 

Which ripened — though my past might make yoa 'doubt 

me— 
And reared some scanty blossoms. Truth I prized 
In those young days ; and if there chanced rise question 
Of fe,cts my eyes had witnessed, the stem master 
Who swayed the inmates of misfortune's home. 
Called " Allan ; " and, if honour bade not silence, 
(And if it did no torture had constrained me), 
My evidence for sure award was ta'en. 
Well, years fled by ; I was a child no longer, 
A growing youth who pined for sun and air, 
Nor pined in vain. The guardians 'prentice bound me 
To the grave gaoler of the county keep ; 
A stem old pile, that frowned above the wall 
Of that cathedral city where fe,te cast me. 
With gloomy buttresses, and mullion'd arch. 
And long low passages that scarce knew ending. 
But then my hours of freedom were assigned me. 
When I might roam the city far and wide. 
Or scale the heights that on the right upreared them. 
Or plunge into the forests down the vale. 
Then first I tasted nature's sacred joys, 
Then first I seemed to learn the bliss of being ; 
The flow'rs, the streams, the bright green of the forest, 
All were a new found world of light to me. 
From which returning, darker gloom'd the keep, 
With all the melancholy cares it cost me. 
But there was magic too to make this bloom, 
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A very Paradise, a golden Eden, 

As your shall leam, sir, if your patience hold. 

The grave old gaoler was a worthy man. 
Calm, truthful, brave, with fix)wn that few could fe.ce. 
But only weighty cause would prompt its lightning. 
And he had smiles too ; sweet though rare were they — 
The sun shines brightest forth mid cloudwrought skies — 
Smiles for his daughter Alice. She was &ir ; 
Her beauty gleamed in that dark dungeon keep 
As some young rosebud on a ruined tower ; 
Or like some star, that, in a moumftd night. 
Far out at sea, recalls the thought of home. 
Beaming as once it beam'd above our dwelling. 
I saw her, worthy sir, and lived beside her. 
And you will little wonder I should love. 
Flowers seek the sunlight, ocean rolls his waves 
Obedient to night's queen, and I loved Alice. 
(Grief and some study, sir, have taught me thought, 
And so, though pauper-bred, I talk thus idly ; 
Yet there are themes will clothe themselves in blossoms 
Like the young branches in the early May.) 
Well sir, I loved ; and, bronzed as now I look, 
By toil and care, I was a likely youth then, 
With fresh blue eyes, light hair, like gold, maids said, 
Lithe form and honest brow ; and so she liked me. 
She was a contrast in all this to me ; 
Short, with soft brown tresses, eyes of hazel, 
And cheeks where happy blushes went and came. 
Like roses playing with the spring's yoimg breezes ; 
Half child, half maid, in years a maid, but still 
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In heart and soul model for innocent childhood ; 

A fountain springing in some forest glade, 

Which breeze has rarely stirr'd or sunlight kiss'd ; 

Or shall I match her with some waterfall, 

That full of playftd gladness leaps adown 

The blossom glade, and fills the air with melody ? 

But 'twas at rarest hours she'd sport like this : 

Her modest guise in daily life resembled 

Rather a lakelet, flowers around its brim, 

In whose pure azure aU heaven's stars shine clearly : 

For love for God, and Him, that Saviour blest 

Who God and man hath bound by love together. 

And aU God's creatures, even the meanest, vilest, 

Rided her young heart. Like sunshine she bless'd all ; 

And all bless'd her again who e'er beheld her. 

Well, sir, this tale may tedious seem to you ; 
I dwell so long upon the dawning tender 
Because so stem a tempest whelm'd the day. 

If her good father thought upon the danger 
That our young hearts might tremble into one. 
Like dew-drops mingling — this I scarce can tell you. 
I think he ranked his Alice far too highly 
To fear a pauper-boy should dream of love ; 
And as for her, no nun in convent lone 
Was e'er so shrouded from the breath of passion 
As Alice, in her father's mind. At least. 
Thus stood the case when first I shared his dwelling ; 
Slowly, with time, there came a change. 



THE convict's TALE. 239 

It chanced — 
And now I near the crisis of my story — 
A prisoner, rich in worldly goods, was lodged. 
For a foul crime, within our city dungeon ; 
(His name or sin 'twould serve no aim to tell ; 
The children of the night, let night receive them !) 
But, sir, good Walter, Walter Blake, (so call 
The father of my Alice,) placed great trust — 
For now two years had flown — in my heart's truth ; 
There was a frankness in my looks and tones 
That drew trust then, as springtide calls the blossoms ; 
And this chief prisoner to my care consigned he. 

Well, at this time, so hapless chance would have it, 
So Providence decreed as trial due, 
Her father said he'd send her o'er the water. 
Her aunt in Paris kept a school for girls ; 
There should she pass one year, to add new graces 
To nature's own, and fit her for the bride 
Of monarch. Then he hinted, though obscurely, 
A wealthy kinsman — farmer half, half squire — 
Already sought her hand. These fatal purposes 
One mom in confidence he breath'd to me, 
And marked my features — so I ween'd — severely. 
With searching scrutiny. Oh, had I spoken ! 
Had I but summoned courage in that moment 
To breathe the aspiring secret of my soul I 
But scarce my heart had search'd its depths of passion 
Until that hour when all I loved seem'd lost. 
His calm, still voice a firm resolve bespoke, too ; 
I fear'd that he would spurn my wild avowal. 
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And call it frenzy-bom, and so kept silence, 

Deep brooding o'er my woes. — ^Lost, lost was Alice 

To love, to me ! From my sweet dreams of rapture, 

My half unconscious visionary bliss, 

I woke despairing ; as one, blossom-cradled. 

Might start, and find a serpent's coils twined round him. 

Some few hoarse words I breathed of agony 
When we two met that night ; though she said nothing, 
I saw a deep, deep grief benimibed her soul, 
Like ice that stayed the current of life's river. 

I broke away ; and, as my duty bade. 
Bore his night's supper to that wealthy prisoner. 
Whether he read my spirit's agony 
In my wild eyes and haggard brow, I know not; 
But on that night he dared propose a compact 
Of treason, hell's own child, for gold, much gold — 
Yea, half his wealth. I bore the keys that eve, 
And he was weak and old. " Convey me forth," 
He said ; " I'm in your power till I cross ocean ; 
And ere I go I'll seal the bond, this night, 
Shall make my coffers yours ; and, trust me, sir. 
My man of business wiU so order it, 
That it shall seem some distant kinsman claim'd you 
And own'd you his upon his dying-bed ; 
So none shall e'er suspect your source of wealth ; 
And, for my flight, we'll leave that casement ope. 
And wrench the bars away, so all shall think 
My force or cunning wrought my issue solely, 
Perchance with secret aid from friends without." 
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I heard all this, and frenzy ruled the hour ; 
I thought, " 'Tis better one wretch cheat the grave 
For some diort years, than hearts be wrecked for ever ! 
The sm's on mercy's side ; I cannot lose her ! " 
And, madly breathed I, " Good, I take your offer." 

Then, in that moment, sir, a stifled cry 
I seem'd to hear. There was a room above, sir. 
Where, by contrivance strange, words in that dimgeon 
Were feintly echoed ; with astute design, 
Framed, doubtless, in the dark stem times of old. 
To guard state prisoners. In my heart's despair 
I never thought of this, my reckless agony ; 
Nor, had I thought, had trembled, for that chamber 
Was rarely trod by mortal. Yet, that night, 
It chanced that one lurked there, as smce I learnt. 
For solitary commime with her God, 
Willing to shroud her grief from all observance. 
'Twas she I loved — 'twas Alice ! yes, 'twas Alice ! 
And what did she, although she dearly prized me ? 
In terror for my soul, and nameless woe. 
She sought her sire, and tremblingly confess'd 
The hideous truth to him ; she thought that surely 
Such truth would never pass his lips again. 
For well she knew he like a fe,ther loved me. 

Well, sir, you'll scarcely doubt his stem resolve ; 
For duty, honour, truth, to heart like his 
Were as God's image, and who failed in these 
Became as worthless in his soul's esteem 
As a rank poppy. Even that hour, he spoke 

B 
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My sentence ; spoke, what, burning, I recall. 

Though life betwixt that hour and this has roll'd; 

Not ocean's self could wash my shame away 1 -— 

He told me he had mark'd our dawning love ; 

And though he once had look'd for wealthier son, 

Yet honour crowns a man, and then it crown'd me ; 

And so he thought, my term of trial o'er. 

Of which this year-long severance formed a part, 

To yield her to my loving arms for life. 

" This morning," he pursued, " I spoke to prove yoa. 

Half- wishing you might own your bold desire, 

And then prepared with distant hopes to cheer you, 

Though not to yield the surety of success. 

But you were silent : fear restrain'd your tongue. 

And confidence you lack'd in one who prized you. 

Who honoured then too highly. Boy, you fear'd ! 

That fear much lower'd you in my esteem, 

For fi:ankness I had thought to find in you. 

Ah ! had you spoken, we were happy, AUan 1 " 

I heard, and breathed, and felt my brain whirl roimd. 

And prick'd my hand to prove that all was real. 

But he spoke calmly on (whate'er he felt, 

His will controll'd his voice), '* That now is past. 

And you must bide the sentence of your country : 

'Tis not my part 80 fbnl a crime to hide. 

You've look'd your last on Alice — that's past question ; 

Guilty you are, and o*er the seas must go, 

'Tis like, to life-long exile. Bear your fiite. 

And let no vain cries sink you deep and deeper 

In his esteem who thought to call you son." 
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Stem was his accent, and his look severe, 
Yet in the hour he spoke my doom I loved him ; 
Felt, too, how true his love for me had been — 
How deep his anguish was in thus rejecting. 
In thus consigning to an exile's misery : 
Felt, while I knew all efforts would prove helpless 
To bend his firm-set wiU. Around his feet 
His loved child clung, imploring my forgiveness. 
Urging her life-long happiness at stake. 
Owning her love for him he caU'd the criminal. 
With withered heart he went stem duty's way, 
Preferr'd his charge, and brought me to my trial. 

I lived through all ; I lived the trial through ; 
The knowledge of her anguish, and my shame. 
And his despair who seal'd my condemnation. 
Condemn'd I was, and sent across the sea 
Without one parting glance from child or father. 
The old man hated " scenes," and dared not meet me ; 
I think he felt he must have weakness shown. 
Pity, nay, fondness, for a state offender. 
And this his rigid principles forbade ; 
In secret, sir, he doubtless prayed for me. 
The eve before I left a Bible reach'd me, 
With few words traced in strong stiff characters, 
Yet somewhat shaken as by troubled grief. 
On the blank page, without a signature, 
" Dear lad, may God be with thee o'er the waters ! " 

Well, sir, I reach'd my place of destination. 
And toU'd in chains without one hope to bless me. 

B 2 
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The hardships of a convict's lot to paint 

Tou'll ask me not ; fierce sun, and toilsome labour, 

And no kind hand to grasp at close of day ; 

But worst companionship with men grown old 

In horror, shrieks and curses, life obscene, 

A world fi-om which in blank disgust I tum'd me : 

My trusty arm had need to prove my friend. 

At last, when brawl on brawl had raged and ended, 

I gain'd the right to go " my sulky way," 

So snarl'd they, and to brood o'er my despair. 

Strangely, a silvery ray pierced the thick gloom ; 

I know not how or why — it may sound childish — " 

But that first word of loving sympathy 

The grey old chaplain spoke, when night lay round me 

And sorrow wall'd me fix)m the world of men, 

Seem'd to reverberate through the long years' silence, 

And whisper there was still a God of love. 

And Alice ! Think you, sir, her image fled. 
Midst the broad horrors of that land of crime ? 
No ; still it spread protecting buckler o'er me. 
Oft when I toil'd beneath the noonday glare, 
" Now," thought I, " sits she still within the house. 
In that dear chamber, where an atmosphere 
Of innocence and virtue hovers round her. 
Where her small hands the needle's labours ply. 
And meditates on him who cross'd the waters. 
Swept by his love for her down ruin's tide." 
Oft, when at night I press'd my convict-pillow, 
" Prays she for me, and wakes to weep ? " I thought, 
'^ Or has she sought for solace in the arms 
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Of some more liappy lover ? " but that ^ncy 

I shrank from half in scorn. '^ She's true as heaven," 

Still would I fondly to myself repeat. 

" Young as we were, our hearts had clung together, 

Like flower and leaf by coimtless fibres twined. 

And nought save death can rend those ties asunder." 

I ^ew her yielding modesty of nature 

Might make the thoughtless fiincy, wax were she. 

To take the quick impression of the hour ; 

But in her mildness wondrous strength lay hidden : 

Soft clings the moss, but hard to rend away. 

For all its roots are buried in the soil. 

You think to j)ass the crystal pool at will ; 

"lis clear, but deep : few steps, the waves are o'er you. 

Skies of tihe tenderest blue are oft the firmest, 

The most unsullied by one cloudlet train. 

Well I remember' d, midst a thousand instances 

Of her unwavering constancy of soul. 

Tenacity with tenderest grace combined, — 

As though the oak-tree could its fimmess lend 

To blushing rose — how, her sweet song-bird dying, 

On whom her fresh affections were bestow'd, 

She lingered long to fill his vacant place. 

Unwilling even a bird should seem forgotten 

Midst the glad strains of his successor's pride, 

And yielded only to her fiither's wishes ; 

How Mthlessness and change, reported only, 

Seem'd harsh to jar on her pure maiden mood ; 

How fond fidelity embodied shone 

In that slight fi'ame, those eyes of tenderest hazel. 

Those small ripe lips, that low, broad snowy brow, 
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And all the dear perfections of her being. 

She was a flower, I felt, that stilly ripen'd 

Beneath the shadow of its parent tree. 

When love's bright sunshine from the skies descended, 

And call'd her odorous blossoms forth to joy. 

Now, set that sun behind misfortune's cloud. 

Her bells would close and nestle in the shade. 

Not prompt t» list the tales of wandering starbeams. 

Or nod responsive to each breeze that blows. 

Such was my hope ; and yet I knew her &ther 
Had influence o'er her will ; he might entreat. 
Conjure her not to swathe her sotd in gloom, 
And make his old age dull and desolate ; 
For how should he rejoice while moum'd his daughter ? 
Then, might not reason plead with that brave sotd, 
That young ingenuous mind ? " He's gone for ever ! 
Thou still hast duties — make thy fether blest." 

terrible the agonies which reach'd me 

When these Reflections swept athwart my brain,— 
So dread, I could not bear to entertain them 1 

1 banish'd them by strenuous eflbrts fer. 

Still, though my happier visions soothed and cheer'd me, 
(For while life lasts man's heart will cherish hope), 
These terrors wild, these startling fears at times 
Would rush like hurricanes that blast and rend, 
O'er all the tender blossoms of my &ncy ; 
And yet I lived, — ^I pro^)ered. Years rolled by, 
My chains were scarcely felt ; a bondsman was I 
(As guerdon for my persevering toil) 



THE GOI^VICT'S TALE, 247 

To a rich farmer ; he, too, trusted me ; 
Assign'd ibe lands in quittance for mj labours. 
When my ftdl time was up, — the long ten years — 
I was a rising man. 

I mind that hour, sir ; 
The sunshine streamed around, the breezes danced. 
The skies shed gladness down, and I was free ! 
But chains were round my heart. I scarce knew why, 
But in that hour a flood of grief rush'd o'er me ; 
My spirit seiem'd to reel beneath its weight. 
The thought of all my madness forfeited 
Flash'd on my soul ; I totter'd, reel'd, I fell. 
Blame not my weakness ! for the agonies 
Of countless lives seem'd blent in that one moment. 
And when I woke, a female form bent o'er me, 
(Scarce can I bear that wondrous tale to tell. 
In memory even, too wildly sweet it thrills me, — 
There are some ecstacies that kindle pain") : — 
Slowly I woke to moumftd consciousness. 
And tender eyes met mine, eyes loved how dearly ! 
Eyes swimming in fond tears : I hail'd the vision. 
Oft seen at dead of night in waking dreams ; 
But as I gazed that vision melted not 
Into thin air ; those eyes were dimm'd, but fled not. 
And hot tears fell upon my parching cheek. 
Yes, yes, you've guess'd aright, 'twas Alice' self, 
'Twas one my heart adored, whose heart still prized me ! 
Ah, who could paint the raptures of that moment. 
When certainty to maddening hope succeeded, 
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When, in one instant, from a blank despair, 

A sunshine mom of light and gloiy crown'd me ? 

She cheer'd her fiither's age with meek devotion. 
Who slowly pined, since I went o'er the sea, 
His office soon for privacy resigning. 
While Alice, fidthftd maid, all other wooers 
Kept far at bay ; her inmost soul bestowed 
On that poor convict toiling o'er the ocean. 
The thought of all the hardships I endured 
For ever hung a shroud of darkness round her ; 
And, night by night, she woke the long hours through. 
Revolving all the miseries of my doom. 
The woes brought on me by her wHd confession, t 
Ne'er did her fiither name my name to her, 
Nor she had ventured to recall my memoiy, 
Though well she knew his heart in secret shrined me ; 
She fear'd that festering woimd to touch or scan : 
Till, when his breath was ebbing into silence, 
(Slowly he died though stedfestly resigned, 
A soldier with his face towards the foe,) 
He murmured, " Child, come nearer — do not fear. 
Though I must speak of what concerns thee highly, 
Of what has cast woe's shadow o'er my age 
And thy fresh mom alike, — but Heav'n so will'd it. 
I think, I read the purpose of your soul. 
You mean to cross the seas and seek poor AllaOi 
When you have laid me in my narrow bed : 
Go, and my blessing be upon thee, daughter : 
Bear him the last assurance of my love ! " 
Then, when her eyes shed tears of gratitude, 
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And her voice murmTir'd, " Can I thank you, &tlier, 
For tihis sweet blessed sanction of my purpose ? " 
Then broke the old man's grave composure too ; 
And with a sudden outbreak of strange agony, 
" My boy ! " he cried, " I loved him as my son 1 
My gallant trusty boy ! my brave frank Allan 1 
And I to doom him, — I to work him woe ! 
But that was right — I can't repent my duty • 
Yet why the purpose bury in my breast 
Had flooded all his soul with happiness, 
Had shielded him from hell's most sharp temptation. 
Had saved his honour, and secured thy joy ? 
Angry I felt — vain, selfish, blind old man ! — 
That he should fear to speak, to tell me all, — 
It was my pride, my pride, that caused our ruin I 
But God will guard him, God is with him, Alice ; 
And he shall prove thy happy husband yet." 
So died the old man, his last breath a blessing. 

Forgive me, if I pause : — when I remember 
That noble heart beneath so stem an aspect, 
Those stores of tenderness unguess'd of men. 
Yet by her heart's fiill love rewarded nobly 
And by my soul's esteem and fondness too, 
I cotdd conceive, sir, that few ancient martyrs 
Had brought an ampler sacrifice than he 
To Duty's shrine, to serve his God, his country ! 

So, sir, she followed to Australia's clime. 
To lay her life and fortunes at my feet, 
The perjured convict's feet ! — but Heaven has blessed her; 
She brought me means to push my rismg fortunes ; 
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Far more she brought me in her sweetest self, 

With loveliness more rare than when we parted, 

And love that mocked all barriers and all fears ; 

She brought me self-respect, and hope, and piety 

She made tne man ; I owe my all to Alice. 

— My tale is told : we wedded ; we were blest ; 

We lived long years in happiness too great 

For mortal voice to breathe. Now our loved children. 

Sport round us, and their careM mother lives 

To grace the dwelling of a senator, 

(For all Australia owns her grace, and loves her) — 

That is my office now. — ^ She comes. — The years 

Have scarce erased one beauty from her aspect, 

To my fond seeming ; and those years fruit-laden 

Have borne maturer virtues to her soul. 

Or call'd those virtues forth that ripen*d stilly. 

And, am I happy ? — yes ; but I forget not 

The hideous past, and surest sign of this 

Is that I now recall its passionate terrors. 

And yield the tribute of my shame to Heaven^ 

In token of my heart's self-condemnation. 

We must be moving, sir : my wife's close by. 

And, what Fve said, I would not have her guess it : 

Why on the mirror of her calm still bliss 

Evoke such shades ? — 

Dear wife, you're welcome, welcome. 
This gentleman and I past things related ; 
Your face brings aU the genial present round us — 
But you look tired ; nay, lean upon my arm ! 
Where lingers Charles ; where Emily ? they come too ? 
Let's in to supper, all. 
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HENRY.* 



Nearer Still ! — The gibing glances of the muttering crowd 

I scan ; 
Mockers watch the victim's death-throes who have trampled 

on the man. 

They who spnm'd the heart's fresh instincts, waging 

fieriest strife of youth, 
Gloat above my desolation, proffer their insulting ruth. 

Madly, 'gainst the wall of social order rush'd the peasant7 

bom; 
He hath wrpugnt his own perdition : we may pity while 

we scorn. 



* Visitor^s Note. — "On a low pallet, by the side of which waa 

seated that best of chaplains, old Mr. listening with every mark 

of deep sympathy to the dusordered ravings of the dying man, lay 
aU that remained of the once fine person and eneigetic will of the 
Chartist poet and mechanic, Henry ." 
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Hence, ye pale, proud, peering feces ! —Ha ! com'gt ihoUi 

too, midst the throng, 
With those dark eyes* restless magic, and those lips of lov9 

and song ? 

Canst thou pity ? — o'er those features, meteor-like, a 

change hath pass'd : 
Ah ! I catch that look remorseless— all my madness 

known at last. 



Still the same contemptuous wonder, scarcely stooping to 

surprise. 
Wintry sun, that glares, but warms not, fix'd within those 

peerless eyes. — 

Ha ! they stoop, a hemlock wreath athwart this livid brow 

to twine, 
And they smile the world's derision, and the bitterest 

smile is thine ! — 

Fever-fancies I — Blank walls staring, spital-warded, dun- 

geon-penn'd, — • 

This the end of gifts and graces — this the end — O God ! 

the endl 

When my giant spirit spann'd the Fates' illimitable 

sphere, — 
So to wrestle with immortals, and to perish, crumbling, 

here ! 
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Los^, degraded! — None are near, save this wan pastor, 

worn and mild — 
Priest? to priest to breathe confession? — But the sick man 

grows a child. — 

Backward, ever &st and faster, o'er lifers dreary waste I roam, 
And my childhood* s glade blooms round me, dawns the 
azure o'er my home. 

Where the village murmurs echoed and the fond breeze 

stirr'd the leaves — 
Basks my mother in the doorway imdemeath our cottage 

eaves. 

Ho, the woods! The birds chant freely, and the dark 

brown chestnuts woo ; 
First of all the giddy band, I mount as though to scale the 

blue. 

O the soft, green upland meadows ! where the simple blue- 
bells smile ; 

They are nodding, " Thou hast left us for a long and weary 
while." 

Low the cattle from the beech-croft — hark! the village 

beUs ring out — 
All the genial joys of boyhood seem to greet me with a 

shout. 

— Charles, thou wrought'st me shame ! Thy love achieved 

this agonising doom ; 
Wherefore rouse the slimibering spirit? Wherefore pierce 

the peasant gloom ? 
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-»Are we slave-bom fools of Chance ? Not so ! my bouI 

makes answer yet ; 
It had forced its course to sunlight though our twin hearts 

ne^er had met. 

Vainly would grim habit's fetters, tyrant circumstance,, 
control ; 

Upward to the orb of knowledge speeds^the heaven-enfran- 
chised soul. 

Lived not Bums? — What I wak'st thou, frenzy! which 

hast scoop'd this grave forlorn ? — 
These are spectral lightning flashes, not the golden hues of 

mom. 

— Fate or Heaven decreed — ^I ask not which — ^from waves 

that o'er him roll'd 
Bare I Charles, the princely-hearted, Charles, the high and 

tender soul'd — 

Son to one of England's mightiest; hence our friendship, 

strange as true — 
He was nobleman by birth, and nobleman by nature too. 

Somehow, through all mists of station, clouds and vapour 

raven-black. 
He discem'd my fervid spirit, fired it on its sunward track. 

In proud Castie Cloyne the peasant shared the labours of his 

lord: 
What should be denied the serf who chanced to save that 

life adored ? — 
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O the glorious, boundless visions, bursting hourly on my 

ken I 
O the worlds of strange enchantment bared to feverish 

glances then ! 

See, the sun of knowledge rises; wider, ever wider, spread 
Seem the plains to wax aroimd, and mount the blue heavens 
overhead. 

Science' secrets bared, with nature man's indomitable strife. 
And the spheres' vast melodies, the chant of imiversal life. 

Suddenly, the veil that hid existence from my gaze with- 
drawn. 
Blushing, on the dim horizon, overflow'd the eternal dawn. 

Mark, too, radiant orbs of wonder in imagination's skies. 
Poet-kings I responsive flames enkindling light-enamoured 
eyes. 

Schiller, Goethe's world-creations — for the Teuton's lore I 

scann'd — 
And the serf-sprung Shakspeare, who the universe as 

plaything spann'd : 

Shelley's orient mists of splendour, Bjrron's meteoric 

gloom — 
Ha ! within me burst the spirit of the springtide into 

bloom. 

— ^Ellen ? Flits thine image past I Sweet Ellen I Ah, I 

prized thee dear. 
Yet I broke thy. simple heart, and meet my due requital 

here. — 
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Can we hoard the dawn's first flushes, when tihe noontide 

splendours &R ? 
Ellen was the woodbine lowly wreathed along the cottage 

wall — 

Blanche? — Her pardon I — Lady Blanche! the dues of 

station I forget ! 
Why retrace that iatal madness? — Tears?— They breathe 

no mean regret I 

Tears of bitterest desperation, tears of self-contemning 

hate : 
Blanche, thou need'st not shrink to hear me, thou hast fitly 

held thy state I 

Words can speak not how her beauty seem'd to flood my 

thirsting soul, 
How her Mntest whisper bade the currents of my being roll. 

'Twas a desolating hour, that oped these fi'enzy-stricken 

lips; 
O'er our souls alike had sunk the shadow of our hope's 

eclipse. 

Charles, in clay-cold regal silence, lay upon his springtide 

bier; 
And the common bond of loss had seem'd to bring our 

spirits near. 

Then I spake — ask not how madly ! Scorn she soaieelj 

stoop'd to feel I — 
O ye woimds of festering torture, will ye never, never 

heal? 
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From my boyhood's haimts that twilight fled I, on through 

night and mom, 
In a giddy maze of madness and self-agonising scorn. 

" I will conquer life," I murmured ; " I will all life's 

laurels twine, 
Just to cast them at her feet, and cry, * My birthright, 

genius, made thee mine ! 



» n 



Shall I paint the changing strife to which my desperate 

footsteps press'd ? 
Thou behold'st my life's completion — and may'st lightly 

scan the rest. 

How my thirsting spirit parted with a fool-bom tiger pride, 
But to reach fame's goal, and spurn it — she beholding — ere 
I died : 

How the wheels of toil droned whirring on, night's shades 

athwart me crept. 
And the arrogant World-Juggernaut above its victim 

swept : 

How my spirit's lightning flashes i^ed to pierce earth's 

walls of ice. 
How my being drooped, paled, wither'd, into sympathy 

with vice : 

How more madly and more fiercely peal'd the cadence of 

my song. 
How my heart waxed stone at last beneath the spectral 

grasp of Wrong— . 

s 
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Long, one mad Tnillennial vision of a boundless world of 

good, 
Nobles crushed and giants levelled, stirred the fevcar of 

my blood. 

For the soul-enfetter'd peoples ardently I woo'd the lyre : 
Vain — ^this world is custom's heirloom ; heartless, hopeless, 
I expire. 

Dost thou weep ? Old man, thy tears can never wake the 
past to life : 

Let thy hoary Christian wisdom calm the ocean^s tempest- 
strife! 

World, I curse thee I — Moimting spirits, lit by inspira- 
tion's ray, 

Seek not fortune's chain to simder — rot and moidder in 
your clay I 

But ye scorn my bitter counsels ? but the iQame will scale 

theaky? — 
Was it Ellen whisper'd ? — Surely, yes, some pitying angd 

lingers nigh. 

Wondrously these heav'n-bom accents melt and pierce my 

fever'd brain : 
" Henry ! All is not completed. Henry I thou must 

wake again. 

Brace thy spirit to recapture childhood's long-forgotten 

lore I 
Stars, that shone upon thy cradle, beckon onward ever* 



^ 



more." 
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So, the world which Bcom'd my song shall round its blind 

mechanic course, 
But my dying words shall echo, as an impotent remorse. 

Father I Household pure affections I all the joys I scom'd 

and fled, 
At the last I wake and know ye ! — Barren light is round 

me spread. 

Peal, ye clarions. Reason's fame, and soimd the trumpets 

of the Mind ! 
'Tis the Heart is kin to Heaven I Hear it, self-willed souls 

and blind 1 

Nay, the torch may light the level that within the palace 

pales; 
Genius needs not praise from mortal, bears its burden, and 

prevails. 

Bold aristocrats of nature, bent to sway the tides of fate, 
Rule the mighty spirit- world within, your empire shall be 
great. 

Fond aaventurers, eager-hearted, who would spurn your 

Others' sod, 
Greatness comes when least expected ; work, and leave the 

rest with God. 

And in these immeasurable aeons, stretching past our ken. 
Other crowns may be awarded, haply, than were wreath'd 
by mai. 

8 2 
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Then the &meless and the nameless, weaned the dre^ 

spoil of Time, 
May out-soar art's master poets and earth's ccmquerorB 

subline. 

Hist ! the breeze that wakes and murmurs seems the same 

that stirr'd the leaves 
In the long-forgotten twilight roimd about our cottage 

eaves — 

And the nightingale is calling from the bosom of the 

wood ; 
Then, as now, I heard her accents, but I never understood. 

" Eest," she sang, " within thy loved one's circle, bear and 

conquer fete ! " 
Nightingale, thou call'st me vainly, I conceive thee all too 

late! 

I have left spring's flowers to wither, I have scom'd light^s 
path to tread, 

I have blasted those who prized me — and a God is over- 
head. 

'Tis not that a mad ambition made my genial spirit boimd, 
I might sing beside the furrow, and Heaven's sunshine pure 
had crown'd. 

Were it needful that the giddy world should profit by the 

lay. 
It had stoop' d, mayhap, to listen from its cities &x away. 
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Or, if fate no answering praises for the minstrel lyre decreed, 
Song will breathe its own enchantment, song shall wreathe 
its own fresh meed. 

'Twas a mean, a base desire, that, half unconscious, stirred 

the flame 
Of that reckless fever-passion which my spirit^s shroud 

became. 

Hark ! the nightingale's complaining seems to flood the 

dreary gloom, 
** Wherefore, wherefore, hast thou left us ? scom*d love's 

blossoms in their bloom ? 

We have called thee, all who loved thee, from thy 

desolating track ; 
We have broke our hearts in calling, and thou never 

woulcTst look back ! " 

Ha I what stranger, tenderer accents, pitying, seem to thrill 

the soul? 
Ha ! what melodies of wonder round my fainting spirit 

roll? 

Charles? — I dream! — And thou, too, Ellen? — Have ye 

come, despite my past ? 
Can one moment of contrition ope the golden gates at last ? 

Higher still the chants are pealing, new-born spirit-pinions 

soar, — 
Ha 1 those eyes. Divine and Human ! Christ, Bedeemer I 

I adore I , 

8 3 
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I* 

THE GREAT UNCLE. 

Ay, the long long years crept slowly, 

But they crept to rest at last ; 
They and theirs have perish'd wholly ; 

Only lives my early past ! 
Listen, sweet, for strangely, boldly, 

Breaks that past upon my view ; 
Can J look, and then speak coldly 

Of her loss, her death, to you ? 

Yes ! her letters here are Ijdng — 

Pale the ink and sered the page ; 
But love's memory is undying, 

And it laughs at wintry age. 
Child, my voice shall warn thy beauty 

'Gainst the worship of the vile. 
What &Ise hearts call " sense," call " duly,"- 

Can it hearts like thine beguile ? 
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'Neath the coal smoke's dusky shadow 

Fairer maiden-blossom grew 
Than the violet on the meadow 

Tipped with morning's tenderest dew. 
Ah ! my winsome, heartsome Mabel I 

Bleak long years, they went and came ; 
He thou lov'st is still unable 

Tearlessly to breathe thy name. 

Where the hazy vapours hover'd 

Deepest o'er the labouring town, 
Gleam'd that star, by few discover'd, 

Beam'd a brow would grace a crown : 
Buoyant was her form and slender, 

Golden, free, her tresses played, 
And her eyes— no rash offender 

Dared approach my bhie-eyed maid I 

O that dull disastrous morning, 

When I passed the well-known door I 
Sunshine only smiled in scorning 

Since the hour she smiled no more. 
In the old man's glances glittered 

Gaudy triumph, harsh and grim ; 
Ah, my heart is too embittered 

When I think of her, — of him. 

Yawned the fissure, unsuspected ; 

Hearts, not hands, might greet across ; 
Fortune iron wall erected — 

And her reason rued the loss. 

4 
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" Ealph," he spoke, " gold brings itd changes, 

Burdens owns prosperity, 
Idle fencies oft estranges ; — 

Mabel's not a wife for thee ! " 

Greed had rushed, a molten torrent, 

'Twixt the loved one and the soul ; 
And mj nature shrank, abhorrent. 

From a mercenary goal. 
Child, she died not 1 tempest- weather 

Crushed all hope, left love and woe ; 
But our hearts had grown together. 

And hers withered, severed so. 

Withered ! — But, bereft of reason. 

Woke her soul to mystic power ; 
In despair's inclement season 

Wafted odours wild my flower I 
See, she traced these careless verses 

Ere they laid her in the mould — 
O that all her tears were curses 

On the greedy thralls of gold ! 
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SONG OF ICABEL. 

How bright was the morning when blossom and thorn 
Dew-sparkled, as young hearts could ne*er be forlorn ! 
Fresh roses sprang up 'neath hope's gossamer tread, 
And the azure imclouded smiled down overhead. 

But oh, when the nightingale warbled most wild, 
I met him, and maidenhood dawned on the child ; 
A sceptre he wielded with sorcery rife ; 
It touched this yoimg heart, and it bounded to life. 

O wondrous emotions that startled me then ! 
Whence came ye ? Why fled ye my passionate ken ? 
So wide wax'd my heart in that tender unrest. 
It seem'd that the imiverse dwelt in this breast. 

O where is that world of fresh melody flown. 

And why do I watch o*er life's embers alone ? 

The deep heavens have vanished, the glad stars have fled, 

And music, and sunshine, and nature lie dead. 

Come, palest of bridegrooms ! I hear thee afar ; 
Come, teach me what visions earth's agonies are ! 
Come, lift the dense curtain that broods o'er my view ! 
There must be a God and a imiverse too. 
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So, youVe read ; and all is over — 

All this life, its hopes and fears, 
Transports of the anxious lover — 

Prey to the resistless years. 
Soon I follow, all things follow, 

To the grave, the womb of Time. 
Yet, trust, child,— Love is not hollow 

And a God wiU punish crime. 
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BALLAD OF KINO STEPHEN'S DAT. 



Down the festal chamber sped 

Kinging laughter, 
Till the vaulted roof overhead 

Echoed after. 
Kanged around in gallant show, 
Dames and damsels tittered low ; 
Knights, they cried with vengeful glow, 
" Shame on dastard Hugh de Vaux ! " 

" When this mom our tnmipets blew 

Rough defiance. 
Blazoned none like glittering Hugh 

Self-reliance. 
Pricking forth, in mid career, 
'Gainst a hoary warrior's spear, 
Bowed his spirit, paled his cheer. 
Far he swept, a thrall to fear. 



268 A FRIEND. 

" Knighthood's shame and honour's curse ! 

Death's thy haven : 
Must not all the universe 

Loathe the craven ? " 
Spake the king, brow-ftirrowing then, 
" Lost he is to human ken, 
Fallen ne'er to rise again : 
Name him never more, my men ! " 

Lo, while silence hushed the hall, 

Best enchanted. 
Rose a youth amidst them all, 

Spake undaunted : 
" Hugh de Vaux is still my friend ! 
Wheresoe'er his steps he wend, 
John of Lincoln shall attend. 
Share his fortunes to the end. 

" Knell a gallant heart's despair ! — 

God's sun imder. 
This I know, the world shall ne'er 

True hearts sunder. 
Whence, he fled, I may not scan ; 
But my soul has hail'd him man : 
If the imiverse should ban, 
Friend I end as I began." — 

Ere the angry murmurs swell'd 

Past repression. 
Cleaved the throng a man of eld. 

Made, confession : 



A FRIEND. 269 

" Sire, and lords, in days gone by, 
Smote your monarches nephew I, 
Thence my coimtry fain to fly : 
Know ye not the lost Sir Guy ? " — 

Cried those warriors, aU as one, 

" Monarch, pardon I 
We have wronged a duteous Son ! 

Yield his guerdon ! 
From the Father, known in fight, 
Fled the Child with lightning flight. 
Pledged to silence, whelm'd in night : 
Sire, the pious deed requite ! " 

Cabn outspoke that monarch brave, 

" Hero hoary, 
Undisturbed, go wait thy grave I 

Eest from glory. 
Ill we judged the generous Hugh, 
Ween'd a harsh contempt his due ; 
All, save One, who battled through I 
Friends, yield homage to the True I " 
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EPISODE FROM THE CRIMEAN DEATH-STRUGGLE. 



" O THE woes of battle's hours, 
Blighted hearts, and rifled bowers ! 
Great your need for giant-dowers 

To atone for all I 
Yet this tale memorial yield, 
That upon the battle-field, 
Flow'rs may bloom and shades may ^ield 
At true manhood's call." 

Thus an English warrior spoke. 
Heart of fire, and fi:ame of oak, 
Bending mild beneath the yoke 

Of domestic love ; 
For the bravest Englishman, 
Foremost in the battle's van. 
Woman's grace will blithest scan. 

Mildest consort prove. 
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" Where CnmeaQ summers spread 
Azure radiance overhead, 
Kich domain 'twas ours to tread, 

One sworn friend and I : 
Evening's shades were hov'ring low, 
And the smiset's fiery glow 
Seem'd to fling a brand of woe 

Up the startled sky. 

" Russia's valorous son was he. 
By exchange of courtesy 
Rendered back to service free, 

Spirit void of guile. 
Temporary truce to strife 
Stayed the conflict carnage-rife ; 
Urged he him who saved his life, 

Share his hearth awhile. 

'^ Park-like mead and garden glade. 
Trees that frown'd ancestral shade. 
Over all a spell was laid 

Of strange doubt and care ; 
Traces slight yet numberless. 
Of some hidden vague distress ; 
As where heaven had stoop'd to bless, 

Man had wrought despair. 

" Hushed the hamlet near the gate, 
Void, and lone, and desolate ; 
Shuddering with disordered gait, 
Sped my comrade past ; 
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Scarcely paused a breath to draw, 
Till, through gathering shades of awe, 
"We the lordly mansioii saw ; 
Then he stayed at last : 

" Tum'd to me with eyes of dread. 
And his speechless gesture said, 

* Are they flown, or are they dead, 

Those whose life was mine ? ' 
Hurriedly I turned away. 
Touched with portent of dismay. 

* Loved ones o'er the salt sea-spray. 

Shield ye grace divine ! ' 

" Some few steps we forward trod. 
Till he reach'd the garden-sod, 
Breath'd a silent cry to Grod, 
Tum'd and whisper'd low : 

* Gallant friend, my weakness spare. 
With a sire and husband bear ! 
'Tis the hour for vesper-prayer : 

List, if accents flow I 

" * Broods grim silence, lost are they. 
List I '— O soft;, sweet, rapturous lay. 
Stealing through the twilight grey, — 

Mortal seraphim ! 
On the grass the man has knelt ; 
All he aye through life hath felt. 
Into glowing praise doth melt ; 

And I bend with hin^. 
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" Gleam'd the parlour-casement near ; 
And the sight that woo'd ns here 
Must to life's last hour be dear. 

Three young children meek 
Call with sad, fond, trustftil eyes, 
For the earthly sire they prize 
To the Father in the skies, 

Him who shields the weak. 

" Silent, in griefs vacant mood, 
Over them the mother stood. 
Delicate as spring, yet good 

As pure women be ! 
As we gazed, a trustful smile 
Quivered on her lip awhile ; 
' Hope,' she murmur'd, * why beguile ? — 

Bear thy destiny.' — 

" Closed the hymn, the youngest boy. 
Else the frolic heir of joy, 
Now like snowdrop shrinking coy, 

Nestled close and low : 
* Mother, many things I miss : 
Talked you not of homes of bliss? 
Father has no home but this ; 

And we want him so.' 

" Then the elder children twain. 
Fearing that that simple strain 
Might the weeping mother pain, 
Hasted to her side, 
T 
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Fondly clung, and nothing spake, 
Sobbing as their hearts would break: 
' God,' said she, * shall scarce forsake '- 
There her feint voice died. 

" Longer could the moiim'd one brook 
That beloved, imploring look ? 
The heart-sobs from that deep nook 

Where his all was shrined ? — 
Few quick step% their dread is o'er, 
And the heav'ns the Lost restore! 
Flows joy's fountain evermore. 

Restless, unconfined. 

" Many a thrill this heart hath known, - 
When I wooed thee. Rose, my own ! 
When in fortress-breach alone. 

Heaven vouchsafed its aid ; 
But more pure and rare delight 
Never buoyed this mortal sprite, 
Than the guerdon of the sight, 

Feebly thus pourtrayed. 

" But, their startled glances fell 
On the foeman, known too well, 
(Melancholy carnage-spell I) 

* Father, who beside? 
Art thou wholly free from harm? — 
Father, sword might wield this arm I ' 
Fondly, void of mean alarm. 
Cried their eldest pride. 



i 
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" * Wife and children,' thus spoke he, 
* Count not this an enemy ! 
Pity stirred his spirit free 

For the fallen foe. 
Fainting in the twilight grey. 
Fast dissolving into clay, 
Bleeding, hopeless, low I lay, 

Helpless thrall of woe. 

" ' Sinking, food and drink denied, — 
Crept the stranger to my side. 
Bade his latest crust divide, 

Share the narrow can ! 
Spread his cloak, and breath'd his cheer, 
Till the mom brought stragglers near ; 
Loved ones, that ye see me here. 

Thank the Englishman ! ' " 
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HECTOR. 



Troy sleeps, and in yon Argive camp the lights 

Gleam fitfully, while round the sentinel 

Creeps pensive, and scarce breathes his hoarse night- wrirc 

The immeasurable heaven spreads above, 

Star-spangled, in such saturnine repose, 

The very gods seem sleeping, sky-enthroned, 

Above this canopy of space and time. 

All winds are still ; only a dull low wail 

From pale Scamander's stream afer arises, 

A sweet remembrancer of care and woe. 

Andromache lies wrapt in slumberous trance 

And dreams of victory and laurell'd meed 

For him she loves, acknowledged conqueror 

Of Hellas' noblest. Nathless, I pace slow 

O'er this white-marbled palace-roof secure. 

With these disordered thoughts, these vague desires, 

This care-fi:aught heart, prophetic of dismay. 

Like one dark labouring cloud o'er pale blue skies 

That slowly moves, a portent and a terror. 
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The sounds of battle cheer'd my soul at mom, 
When the fresh simlight flooded hill and plain, 
And the bright war-hosts glitter'd. All day long 
I urged the strife with unrelenting zeal, 
With happiest fervours ; never struck my arm 
More emulous blows, and conquest shone before me. 
At eve, the Greeks with shattered ranks, heart-cowed. 
Crouched in their trenches, and our city gates 
Oped, 'mid rejoicing multitudinous murmurs. 
To welcome Hector home, and Hector's followers. 

My royal father spake : " It was well done ; 
Valour and virtue wedded gleam resistless, 
Sunshine and mirth no happier bridals ken : 
Few days, our Argive foes that 'scaped thy sword 
Shall plough the main inglorious. Thanks, son Hector." 
And my Andromache stood silent by ; 
The rich flush on her cheek alone proclaim'd her. 
As deepening dawn reveals the lord of day ; 
And all the people stimn'd the ears with revelry. 
Shouting, " Great Hector, welcome, — welcome, con- 
queror I " 

Cassandra only wailed, and shuddering past, 
She shriek'd, " The god ! the god ! woe, woe for ever ! " 
But those weird accents stirr'd no echo here 
Within the heart, that, sun-proof, hails light's dawn 
And fears not night with all her brood of mystery. 

It is no passionate surmise of the hour. 
No superstitious dread that chills this spirit. 
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Long has the grave conviction deeper press'd, — • 
Vain is this strife, vajf are all generous ardours, 
All victories grim, for Hinm's walls shall perish. 

Doth Paris' sin invite the vengeful rod? 
Or ease, and luxury, and fond delight? 
For Heaven is jealous of enjojfnent here. 
What matter? I am ignorant of the Why 
As of the When, — the lightning bolt will shatter. 

Ah, my heart's darling, mine Astyanax, 

And thou, the wife But why unbare the glooms 

That sleep within futurity's embrace ? * 

How nearj how far, that ken the wise gods only. 

If it be thus, — if Hector's life-blood flow, 
And Hector's dearest wander, friendless, fugitive, — 
The will of gods be wrought ! Not less remains 
The imminent duty in the breach to stand 
Until the storm-blast crushes. 

Not in vain 
Doth man obey the voice within the breast. 
Even shoTild our memories perish, and the scroll 
Of foes vainglorious praise the conqueror solely, 
Yea, if no sphere of bliss receive the fallen one, 
'Tis something to have lived beneath the skies 
True to the purer instincts of humanity. 
Then, heart, repine not, vex not Thought's recesses 
With quemlous murmurs o'er the woes to be. 
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Look upward, where the golden stars beam cheerily, 
That all perchance shall leavp this vaiilt of space 
Driven by the whirlwind of necessity 
To chaos. Yet they shine. Live thou thine hour. 
And trust the Law Divine that orbs eidstence. 
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SON AND MOTHER. 



The pensive twilight creeps adown 

Through over-arching limetrees' shade ; 
The oriel casement seems to frown, 

The topmost leaves, late glittering, fede : 
Yet lingers here a glow divine 

By heart-reflection backward cast — 
The mother, o'er the ebon shrine, 

Surveys the relics of the past. 

Calm is her mien, her eyes are mild. 
Yet sleeps a tranquil power within ; 

Her lofty brow shines nndefiled 
By memory or trace of sin : 

The silvery tresses, smoothly laid, 
To symbol seem a quiet will ; 

The image of the child and maid 
Lives in the sacred matron still. 

Those characters are half efi&ced 
That spoke his heart's devotion true, 

But in her heart they lie deep traced 
As stars are shrined within the blue. 
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" Despondent wail, or feint regret 

For love so pure were all but crime : 
One blissful pledge is left her yet 
Of the heart's jocund summer-time." 

Unconscious half, the thought she breath'd : — 

Straight opes the door ; and, firm compressed 
Those quivering lips, for sentence wreathed. 

Appears the form she loves the best : 
A generous stripling, broad and high 

Of forehead, like the morning sun, 
Keplete with springtide's energy 

For the world-conflict to be won. 

Yet now his flashing glances feil ; 

He thanks the favourable gloom : — 
" Be't as it may, — rave storm, blow gale ! — 

Yet not to blight her winter bloom ! — 
But longer, silence ? Play the man ! 

Truth's pangs subserve a living whole ; 
The law that orbs this mortal span 

Must aye sustain a sinless soul. — 

" Mother, in happy days gone by 

Full oft you told your treasured boy 
How martyrs for their truth could die 

In shadeless and seraphic joy. 
Wife, children, parents. Love's fond bliss 

They yielded, feced hell's withering curse ; 
The sentence of the spirit this. 

Pure truth transcends the universe. 
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" They saw through shades of sin and woe 

A roseate spirit-morning gleam ; 
Pride shivered in the tranquil glow 

Of Love ; slow vanished things that seem : 
Even patriot-zeal and gratid renown, 

Earth's beautiful of yore descried, 
Like dank mist-shadows, press'd adown 

The radiance of the Crucified. 

" Ah, mother. Time his changes brings, 

The spring must fade, the oak must fell, 
Stars sink 'neath gloom's o'ershadowing wings. 

For Time and Change are over all. 
Blame not thy child, ( — his cares are deep, — 

Yet fond deceits aiar be hurl'd !) 
If, borne on Time's advancing sweep, 

His spirit changes with the world. 

" Alas, beloved mother mine, 

I dare not kneel, as boyhood thought, 
To crave the pastoral-spell benign, 

A graver spell already wrought : 
The prospects of a life I yield, 

The promised boon, the hoped-for bride I 
My spirit's truth by loss be seal'd ! 

I live ; the ancient martyrs died. 

" Bear with me, mother I Not to shake 
Thy spotless feith, these words be said : 
I know, 'twould scarce its sphere forsake. 
Could thunders whelm it overhead, 
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Could thunders wail the moumftd * No,' 
Which from my spirit's depth is wrung : — 

That fable- world was beauteous show, 
And vainly to the cloud I clung. 

" Mother, the glorious thought I prize 

Which drew the pure Ideal down, ' 
The incarnation of the skies, 

The boundless love, the cross, the crown : 
But in the universe is writ 

This deathless law, in no frail sign : 
Grod cannot stoop to creature wit. 

The visible is the Divine. 

" Be there or no a master-will, 

A viewless Order curbs the spheres ; 
Right is our revelation still, 

Nor buoyed by hopes, nor crushed by fears. 
The countless orbs their circles whirl : 

WTience spring they? whither tends the dance? 
•This scroll the gliding spheres unftirl, 

* To know thy blindness is advance.' 

" Dim, shadowy, may these words appear. 

Ah, mother, the disordered pain 
That galls this heart, to rouse thy fear, 

Thy heart's fear for thine own — In vain ! 
I may not speak the gathering woe. 

One question, like a trumpet gale, 
Sustains : must not — breathe Ay or No — 

Truth's martyr stand, though heaven should fell ? " 
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Silent awhile the mother sat, 

And thirsting, from heaven's influence drank. 
Whirr'd at the pane the winnowing bat, 

And midnight o'er his spirit sank. — 
" O son, Truth rests a sacred good ; 

Be 't idol ne'er to thee, or me I 
Love hath a holier plenitude ; 

Her watchword is humility. 

" Yet say, what truth thy sages teach, 

Was traced not in the Primal Book ? 
Their glowing precepts, all and each. 

Heaven's starbeams mirrored in the brook. 
O, scan'st thou not the vast abyss 

'Twixt light and vague reflection's glow ? 
Whate'er thou hop'st God taught thee this ; 

And canst thou more imagine ? No. 

" Reach all these higher sensual dreams 

The one Self-sacrifice adored ? 
Unworthy of our jeverence seems 

The all-sustaining, triune Lord ? 
Or canst thou haply holier prize. 

On fancy's airy pinions buoyed, 
A God with neither ears nor eyes, 

A giant phantom in the void ? 

" Wide is the world, and men are small ; 
The universe a paean rings, 
And we, who o'er the surface crawl 
Would soxmd the very deep of things. 
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The measureless creative Force 

That sowed with stars the vaulted sky, 

Speeds it on fate's constraining course ? 
Hath it no will? Then, nature die I 

" Then perish all of vast or wise ! 

Then good and evil blend in one I 
A shroud were then the boundless skies, 

A yawning grave the earth and sun. 
But lives a Will, divinely pure. 

From whom each soul its fountain drew, 
This revelation shall endure 

Through cycles endless. Old and New. 

" Or is Supreme, Essential Love, 

While all its creatures speech attain. 
Immured, beneath, aroimd, above. 

Within perpetual silence' chain ? 
May He not make His coimsels known. 

And faithful souls with light inspire ? 
Shall Truth imwrit be Truth alone ? 

Falsehood monopolise the lyre ? 

" Doubt is the shadow, phantom-bom. — 

The Love supreme, that orbed the spheres. 
Looks on thee, son, with love, not scorn ; 

Nor knows my heart' s-love withering fears : — 
Too freshly glows thy youthful soul. 

To shrink beneath pride's selfish ban : 
Is not essential right thy goal ? 

How should'st thou fail to meet — the Man ? 
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" The man, the Grod ! — Truth's living Light, 

Instinct with majesties divine, 
He severed from the Infinite, 

To make this earth an altar-shrine. 
Son, fe.ce light's orb, nor turn away I — 

If not God's Word, come down fix^m high, 
He was, — and this thy sages say, — 

The ages' one Incarnate Lie. 

" There fix thy choice ; it must be made ; 

Thy soul elect decision free. 
And wrap the xmiverse in shade 

With will supreme, if false were He ! 
Then let the soimdless surges break 

On grim despair's untravell'd shore. 
And God the central throne forsake. 

And hope wail, * Never, never more ! ' 

" Son, not the noblest part of man 

Are these thought-fissures of the brain : 
The heart the xmiverse can span ; 

Let mind and heart coequal reign I 
Then doubt I not, the Living Lord 

Shall strain thee to His constant breast." — 
Her son hath knelt ; nor sign, nor word ; 

And silence sinks, a silence blest. 
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DIDACTIC. 



ENGLAND. 

PART II. 



England, my England, thougli this heart proclaim thee 
The noblest isle that gems this world of ours, 
Though it would rather wither than defame thee. 
Though calm thy wisdom, grand thy freedom towers. 
And fragrant smile thy pure domestic bowers ; 
Yet narrower ken hath mucl^ reveal'd of ill. 
And countless wild-weeds lurk'd among thy flowers ; 
I prize thee, love thee, yea, revere thee still : 
Yet rather serve than praise, — and serve thee must and will. 

That gulf which yawns betwixt thy rich, thy poor, 
That trackless chasm whose very thought appals. 
There lay thy sin I To bridge that chasm o'er 
Even now, for generous love, stem courage calls; 
Concord alone can guard our island- walls. 
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Nor fleet nor army, concord lost, should save : 
When wars internal rage, the mightiest &]ls ; 
Vain then would prove the prowess of the brave, 
Vain charts, vain prayers to heav'n ! Such nation digs its 
grave. 

The fires that warmed the Withers rouse the sons ; 
No faint degenerate tremor chills thy soul, 
No desperate danger Britain's manhood shuns ; 
Thy valour grasps the orient battle-goal : 
Now let love's magnanimity control ! 
A mightier conflict calls ye to the field. 
List, the low thunders of the people roll ! 
Love be our sword, and faith in man our shield, — 
Faith in the boundless Love in human guise reveal'd ! 

Too long has Faith resigned her quickening power ; 
Oft energy to error seem'd confined. 
Still deeper, grimlier, did the shadows lower. 
Where ceaseless labour brutalised the mind. 
Or left coarse dissolute joys to brainless hind ; 
The worthier fared his brethren in the land. 
The worse his lot, to self-contempt resigned : 
Thus " high " and " low " waxed each a separate band, 
And desperate schemes for change by desperate souls were 
plann'd. 

Meanwhile murk shades athwart the horizon creep. 

And on that continent which fi'onts thine isle 

The popular billows into madness leap ; 

Then curbed and smooth' d by master force and guile, 

Lie hushed beneath broad summer's sickly smile : 
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In that tmnatural silence on the ear 
Break discords ; if we err not, all the while, 
Forces are gathering from oppression drear 
And gusty rage, for one last strife, that may be near ! 

And then may swell and break the vengeful ocean, 
Seeking to vent its spite on us and ours. 
The last pure shrine where freedom gains devotion. 
Where fidth and love are fresh as springtide flowers ; 
To crush our isle may stream hate's countless powers. 
What shall avail us in that hour of trial. 
If treason's spite within our masses cowers ? 
Yield all their dues I trust all ! HI fruits denial, — 
Ere the la^t woe be pour'd, the consummating vial I 

But we dare trust, worst ills were of the past ! 
A brighter promise moimts our eyes before, 
Hope's day-star rises in the east at last, 
Not only for the wealthy, but the poor. 
Christ's Bride displays her might of love once more : 
Kank action droops ; the fabled age of gold 
Was never ; but we trace mysterious lore. 
Gilding hope's future. Cling not, rancours old I 
We shall, before we die, a happier world behold. 

And England, now methinks I prize thee more. 
Because I scan how much thou lack'st of good. 
Dearly we love what we may scarce adore ; 
Thine is my spirit's bent, and thine my blood. 
They praise thee best who best have imderstood ! 
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Close sight, 'tis true, has brought rank &,ults to daj, 
But closer yet has seal'd thy hardihood, 
And mark'd the living spark within the clay. 
Better than then I sang I know and prize to-day. 
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INDIA. 1856. 



'Neath India's sultry skies 
Our scattered thousands march with solemn cheer, 
And, though a world in arms against them rise, 

Own not a touch of fear. 

Hail, O ye dauntless few I 
Hail, gallant hearts, that shrine the &x-off goal ! 
Cahn as the heavens' immeasurable blue, 

'Neath which the tempests roll. 

Ye ask no poet's words ; 
Yet all our hearts are with you, and our prayers ; 
Nor will ye flinch, though twice ten thousand hordes 

Storm'd round ye unawares. 

O generous Willoughby, 

Thine the fresh gloiy of the first great deed ! 

How many a brother's soul would share with thee 

The danger, and the meed ! 
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Britain, the mother, views 
Your great probation, smiling through her tears ; 
" These are my sons," she says, nor dares refuse 

To triiunph midst her fears. 

Not for the end of strife, 
But for those single loved ones o'er the seas ; 
Triumph we must, we shall, with English life, 

With British energies. 

Power is our trust from God, 
Honour our shield, and doubt a word unknown ; 
And though our hearts' blood bathe the Asian sod, 

Our own abides our own I 
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TO A FRIEND. 



O, a Mother's loss no pleasure, 

No delight can e'er restore, 
And her love is that one treasure 

Which retumeth never more. 
When those lips that first in youth 

Taught us to our God to pray 
And to love and simple truth 

Led us on our springtide way. 
When those sacred lips lie hush'd, 
And that heart by death is crushed, 

What remains — but He alway? 
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POESY 



Learn, when new wonders rise 
On your astonished eyes, 
Trust in the Heaven to place 
That fired your mortal race. 
There's not a creature-power 

Heav'n did not yield ; 
Why should your spirits cower 

Where light's reveal'd ? 

Dream not that cause for fear 
Nature's great laws supply I 
God shall His ways make clear : 

Make not His truth a lie I 
Orb'd by the pure and true. 
Freely time's coiu'se pursue : 
Shrink not from Knowledge' fece, 
Frankly her gains embrace : 
Dread not Art, Love or Song, 
Nought that is true is wrong. 
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Yet, by shame mideterr'd, 
Breathe free your warning-word : 
" Never, for boimdless gain, 
Though worlds should hymn the strain. 
Gasp we, 'neath Matter's chain I 
Never keen Science* prize 
Slavishly idolise I 
Upward our spirits look. 
Fictions nor feahions brook, 
Pierce, through all sacred laws^ 
To the great Primal Cause, 
True to our being's core> 
Proud to adore.'* — 

So, know, my realm on earth 

Never can paas away. 
Long as one hope hath birth, 

Long as one heart is gay ; 
Long as sweet passion's power 

Maiden to youth shall bind, 
Long as one blossom bower 

Childhood can find. 

Monarchs may rise or iall. 
Empires may vanish aU, 
Laws and old customs may 
Drift on time's tide away ; 
Still ye on earth shall see 
Many that live in me. 
Still, as the heart hath need. 
Cheer shall the primal creed. 
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Falsehood aad malice' frown 
Blight not Ihe thorny crown, 
Love's that from heav'n came down. 

Faith is my diield and sword, 
Love is my guiding star ; 

Nought mars the world's accord 
While these the minstrels are. 

Fear nought ! but if, in flooth, 
Ye would assert my cause, 

Then, Britam'sfreebom youth, 
Laugh at tame Prose's laws ! 

Follow my gallant train ; 

Strive in sweet words to fight, 
For love and life again, 

For truth and endless right. 

Plight me your ardent troth, 

Kneel at my feet ; 
Proffer your youthful oath ; 
Ne'er shall ye find me loth 

Your love to greet. 
Every fresh moimtain flower 
Blooms in my chosen bower ; 
Every wild zephyr free 
Whispers of love to me ; 
Every young heart's desire 
Freely may woo the lyre. 
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"War ye for truth, 

Passionate youth ! 
Breathe all your cares to me I 
I, heav'n-bom Poesy, 
Mortals, rest true to ye. 
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FOR WHOSE NEEDS. 



Come, rouse thyself, Acastor, man ! 

Life's glades lie fresh before thee. 
Nay, who would yield, while fight he can ? 

Believe, the heavens are o'er thee. 
Go where thou may'st, do what thou wilt. 

This truth shall roimd beset thee ; 
All vain despondency is guilt, 

For God can ne'er forget thee. 

This still foreboding, auguring strain 

From ruddy lips perplexes ; 
Of Mse alarms the shadowy train, 

The friends that love thee vexes. 
Methinks, at once 'twere better place 

Grey head on boyish shoulder. 
Than wax in every moment's space 
* Some thousand ages older. 

Come, rouse thee ! God was never served 

By sleeping or by sighing ; 
'Twere better e'en the courser swerved 

Than idly stretch'd as dying. 
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A gallant task demands thy years ; 

Thou seem'st as wholly given 
To wear away thy life by fears ! 

Well-droppings rocks have riven. 

O cheer thee ! Cast aside for aye 

These hypochondriac &ncies. 
If cheat ourselves we must and may. 

Bet not with Dutch romances. 
No, rather let a feiry swann 

Of phantasies upbuoy us ; 
Too much of life can scarce do harm, 

And action should be joyous. 

Then as this moral strain began^ 1 

It ends to reassure thee ; 
Up, rouse thyself, Acastor, man I 

The boimdless heavens are o'er thee. 
Go where thou may'st, do what thou wilt, 

This truth shall roimd beset thee, — 
AU vain despondency is gmlt, 

For God can ne'er foiget thee ! 
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AH ANGRY HOtlR. 



" Am I then bom out of season, 
Dropped in &n. age and a clime, 
Where honest speech ranks for treason, 
Single opinion is crime ? 

" Oh, would'st tihou huny me, Nature^ 
Back to those frank days of yore, 
When art had swathed not a creature^ 
Bolstered behind and before ! 

" Let me but 'scape from this chatter. 
Progress, Reform, and Advance, 
Platform-parading, tongue-clatter. 

Worlds weigh'd and judged at a glance ! 

*^ All this intense declamation, 

Thunder'd in leaders and verse : 

" Ho for the age and the nation ! ' 
Would ye were better, or worse I 
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" Hopeless convention doth bind ye, 

E'en while ye ring your self-praise : — 
Let me go before or behind ye ! 
I never can trot in youir ways." 

Friend, have you rattled your thunder ? 

Believe, you're the last man nor first, 
To groan out wrath, raving, and wonder ; 

Pray groan, lest the safety-valve burst I 

Haply your age and your fellows 

Are not quite such blanks as you ween ; 

And time, while it tempers minds, mellows : 
Mom blusters, but noon is serene. 

Doubtless, the age has its weakness : — 
Yet, friend ! our life's claims are not few : 

Just stand in the circle, with meekness. 
And you shall find something to do. 
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A CALMER MOOD. 



With giant-strides, from height to height 

Of knowledge make the years advance ; 
The circles widen out of light, 

And law expels the ghost of chance. 
We soimd the deep, we weigh the star, 

The elemejits of life explore, 
And we are wiser, haply, &r ; 

But are we happier than before ? 

O men and brothers, could we sound 

The universe with plunmiet-line, 
And tra^e imagination's bound, 

Say, should we fathom the Divine ? 
If second causes, first and last, 

Tower'd visible to mortal ken, 
Nor wonder shrined creation's vast, 

Must we be braver, worthier men ? 

We should be ! Knowledge, thirst to know, 
Ajid pow'r to scan the laws of space, 

These twain are holy. Reason's glow 
Is heav'n-bom, kin to loye and grace. 
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Onmiscience hath its creatures lit 

With reason's sun-descended ray : 
Blessings on art, on thought, on wit, 

On science I — yet remains " a way." 

Heart-wisdom is a holier thing 

Than all the spheres of knowledge wide : — 
Let love, and &ith, and trust take wing, 

And worlds were void where hearts had died. 
O Love Supreme, avert that woe. 

And while imperial power is won. 
Teach manhood's heart with feith to glow 

Beneath a yet diviner sun I 

Is not our danger, brothers, pride 

That holds the creature-mind supreme ? 
Mind, haply prone to cast aside 

Whatever transcends it, as a dream. 
And thence that vague unrest is bom. 

The craving for some rare delight, 
Fpr childlike trust the self-willed scorn 

That owns a veiy charm in night. 

Hence springs impatience of the old, 

Which mirrors back the ancient sky ; 
Hence speculations vague as cold, 

A marrowless philosophy. 
Hence too the prurient taste for glare, 

For effort, tumult, forced parade ; 
So in the place of things that were 

Transcendent shows are idols made. 
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Hence vagueness giant-shade uprears 

To cloud the central source of light, 
The rainbow pure that rings the spheres 

Less glorious than a fireball's flight;. 
Hence, haven' d in Lethean trance, 

Doubt coimts inspired assurance fool^ 
The seas that ndrror Heav Vs expanse 

Less noble than a stormy pooL 

Hence formless and unreal things 

The garb of inspiration take, 
And suUen pride such midnight flings 

We know not if we sleep or wake. . 
Hence cold indifference, eager scorn, 

For simpler lays in nature's mood ; 
Hence fency's feiry realm is bom ; 

Who would be gay, must first be good ! 

Ah ! Mends, who, tired of primal lights . 

Seek revelations east and west, 
And coxmt each " ignis fetuus " bright 

That glares to woo you on your quest. 
It is an idle search, believe I 

Truth changes not fi:om span to span. 
Can time eternity conceive ? 

The absolute be grasped by man ? 

« 

O give the heart's emotions play ; 

Dare but to feel, scorn barren scorn ; 
Unshackled by the cold to-day, 

Embrace the everlasting mom ! 
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Ye most, who knowledge' courts have trod, 

Seek still free nature's life to live, 
Dare to believe in right, in God, 

And as ye have received so give ! 

O keep the inner spirit free, 

Though worlds on worlds should threatening frown ; 
Instinct, with immortality. 

Count living trust your choicest crown. — 
So shall the visionary love 

Of charms unreal droop and &de, 
And spirits that might soar above 

Not idly grasp the painted shade. 

So shall the abstract and the void 

No longer subjugate your gaze : 
With glare and affectation cloy'd. 

Your hearts shall summon worthier lays. 
So shall the false and hollow pale. 

So shall the true ideal soar, 
The world the ftiture's poets hail. 

And we, friends— listen and adore. 
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AN AFTER-WORD. 
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O FQR that calm dispassionate equal mood 
Of which a Hebrew tongue of old proclaimed 
The absolute excellence ; of temperance bom, 
Of Godliness, and soul-maturing charity, 
" Fret not thyself, because of evil deeds : 
Trust in the Lord; do good; so shalt thou dwell 
Secure ; and He shall bring the right to pass." 

Ah, arrogant heart ! it is not thus with thee ; 
Swelling against the sand-blasts of adversity, 
The frosts of silence, and the breath of scorn. 

If that thy Maker need will He not use thee ? 
Doth He not use even now, in lowlier sphere? 
Hath He not myriad servants, wiser, braver. 
Fraught with far holier zeal, and love surpassing ? 

And who art thou, that thou would'st chide this world 
Beeause it gives small heed to thy lute's treble. 
Amidst life's jarring discords, time's broad harmonies ? 
Learn to forbear, to bear, to wait God's hour, 
And if that hour strike not, to trust His goodness. 
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He will accomplish righteous ends, assure thee, 
In His own time, by his own chosen minister: 
Thine accents were too &int to sound his praise. 
So, for thyself, give o'er. 

But for thine age, 
(Despite its passionate credence of mock-oracles, 
Its restless haste, and turbulence of mood). 
The generous instincts firing vigorous spirits, 
The kindly aspirations of humanity 
Deny not, question not ! — A quivering dawn 
Seems trembling on the verge of dim futurity. 
Who knows how long this night of strife may hold ? 
O stand prepared that light may bless, not blast thee ! 
Too long hath man the Father's dwelling fled : 
Now, if the prodigal wake, and homeward wend him. 
Be sure, the Eternal Father's arms shall ope 
And spread the feast of Home. On God's world-lyre 
Evil's rough bass subserves Omniscient harmony. 
Work in thy sphere, love, serve, and wait. Be still ! 



THE END. 
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bPRINa 2 6 

THE TBANSCENDENTAIJSTS. 2nd Edition 2 6 

BoswosTH and HiBBisoar, Regent Street. 



A 0ATAI.O8QS 



■■ HEW W0BK8 m aEITERAL LITEBATlTItE 



10NGH4N. GRBEN, LONGMAN, AND ROBESTS 

S» FATlBNOaTIB Row, LOKDOH. 



CLASSIFIED aiBEX 
■ Agrioninm and KnxU Afftin. 



Art!, KuinfiwtniM, Mid AnU- cm^i MmSI,i •n'd cin 



HO^IUVT^ " I 






sis 



^j,^, .'??...,-, -.^^ ■ 






K-ifUdiiwJ Knucldi 



Booki of Omeral DtlUtr> 



itkii'iCDiii|i»iiiD u LU& : 



S<ilri>l I»^>>ll 



Botany and OudenlnK. 






CbitauADgy. 



■LjjWBil^l^j - - 



Toolie'" ulriorj of Pric™ ... a 

CiiUnnn, Htitory, and HMwdn. 



Bwet'i Enil^E Tlv«>it 
9rflidaitLPniDiiul'> Ui 



STdfiFT Smklhl V«k« . 



Ofiograpliy and Atlaiat. 



TiLTcnila Booki. 




I LI I GBrsFjT'i £ttfiDf ItHiwUn 



JTRtnnJ Hutoiy in gtata 

41fitlo«'» FDjraUi Coarfaahjcj 
Lh'i riaamti rrnitinl mitatj 






Baligiou and KotbI Torki, 




FoetT7 ULd tlie Dmnt. 






I.udur<l ^InR C'nlDmidii 
Hmtl iMii.) CDiiTrniaDDi 
Hocrll'i elHMiit* or Pajrholofrr 



MoUuid'a HFdl&l PlljKiblfl«]< . 

_ fn 

PIiUUiii'tKlimlg^ 

WBbb'i CFlntUL Object Tor CubQ 

Euial SpoTti. 

TbTHmHi^wi/I' " 



TbiShiJ.liirFnuUnlPiiriiiiHi . 

Tetiriiuuy Kfodldns, fte. 



Toyages and Travels. 



KuLE-t Wftbdu[BVl oTu ---' 






ALPHABETICAL CATALOGUE 
' of 

NEW WORKS and NEW EDITIONS 

rVBriSHBD BT 

LONaMAN, GREEN, LONGMAN, AND EOBEETS, 
PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON. 



Miss Acton*8 Modem Cookery 

for Private Families, reduced to a 
System of Easy Practice in a Series of 
carefully-tested Receipts, in which the 
Principles of Baron Lieoig and other 
eminent writers have been as much as 
possible applied and explained. Newly- 
revised and enlarged Edition ; with 8 
Plates, comprising 27 Figures, and 150 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. 7s. 6d, 

Acton's English Bread-Book for 

Domestic Use, adapted to Families of 
every grade, Fcp. 8vo. price 4s. 6d. 

The Afternoon of Life. By the 

Author of Morning Clouds. New and 
cheaper Edition, thoroughly revised. 
Fcp, 8vo. 58. 

Affassiz.— An Essay on Classi- 
fication. By Louis Aaxssiz. 8vo. 12s. 

Aikinl Select Works of the 

British Poets from Ben Jonson to 
Beattie. New Edition; with Biogra- 
phical and Critical Prefaces, and Se- 
lectionB from recent Poets. 8vo. ISs. 

Arago (E.)— Biographies of Dis- 
tinguished Scientific Men. Translated 
by Admiral W. H. Smyth, D.C.L., 
F.R.S., Ac. : the Rev. Badbk Powell, 
M.A.; and Robebt Gbaht, MJl., 
F.R.A.S. 8V0.18S. 

Arago's Meteorological Essays. 

With an Introduction by Babok Huh- 
BOLDT. Translated under the super- 
intendence of Lieut.-Ck>l. E. Sabiitb, 
RA., Treasurer and y.P.R.S. 8vo. 18s. 

Arago's Popnlar Astronomy. 

Translated and edited by Admiral 
W. H. Smyth, D.CLy F.R.S. ; and Ro- 
bert Gbakt, M. a., P.R. A.S. With 26 
Plates and 858 Woodcuts. 2 vols. 8vo. 
price £2. 5s. 



Arnold. — Herope, a Tragedy. 

By Matthew Abitold. With a Pre- 
face and an Historical Introduction. 
Fcp. 8vo. 5s. 

Arnold.— Poems. By Matthew 

Abkold. Fibst Sebies, Third 
Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. 6d. Sbcoitd 
Sebies, price 58. 

Lord Bacon's Works. A Kew 

Edition, collected and edited by R. L. 
Ellis, M.A., Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge; J. Speddihg, M.A. of 
Trinity College, Cambridge; and 
D. D. HEATH, Esq., Barrister-at-Law, 
and late Fellow of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge. Vols. I. to V. comprising the 
Division of PhUotophical Works; with 
a copious Ibdex. 5 vols. 8vo. price 
£i. 68. Vol. VI. price 188. 

Vol VII., completing the Division of 
Literarjf and ProfesHonal ITorft*, is Just 
ready. 

Joanna Baillie's Dramatic and 

Poetical Works : Comprising Plays of 
the Passions, Miscellaneous Dramas, 
Metrical Legends, Fugitive Pieces, and 
Ahalya Baee ; with the Life of Joanna 
Baillie, Portrait and Vignette. Square 
crown 8vo. 2l8. cloth; or 428. morocco. 

Baker.— The Bifle andtheHonnd 

in Ceylon. By S. W. Bakbb, Esq. 
New Edition, with 13 Illustratious 
engraved on Wood. Fcp. 8vo. 48. 6d. 

Baker. — Eight Tears' Wander- 
ings in Ceyion. By S. W. Baieb, Esq. 
With 6 coloured Plates. 8vo.l58. 

Barth.— Travels and Discoveries 

in North and Central Africa : Being the 
Journal of an Expedition undertaken 
under the auspices of Her Britannic 
Majesty's Government in the Years 
1845—1855. ByHEirBTBABTH,Ph.D.. 
D.C.L., &c. With numerous Maps and 
Illustrations. 5 vols. 8vo. £6. 58. doth. 



B&te. — Kwni^ of Captain W. 

JOHK S1.ILU1I Author Of "Jlemmr^ 
of HewtoBi."^'MmHllr of AdiUde 
Hewton," Ac. ^flp EdUion ; wilh 
Pgrh^t u. im.. op. 

Bajldon't Art of TbIdIhk Btnti 
upon QnSSi Tum., M taft IHclSfl- 



Bayldan'i (B.) TrMtlM on Eo«d 



Dn ToUi, and an RbpiMng 

Tornplls-Boadi uid mclmi^. Bio. 

BlMVf FnetiMl Tn&tiM on 

Bnviiw, buad on CbeiDliHl and Eco- 

ftr PnbHc Bmrm.' ud 
IvPtivMaruBlltH. en 



lenpuv*. or 



_ .... tf*. Knr ttu Artlm pob. ^.-_ 

irlch 83 Rt«e1 PlalH,' ind UD Wood 
BngnTllij^fl^ 4lo. ST<. 

B«nma'f CAteoMim of tha Staui 



Bf Mi4»'i Maaoaw y of B^ wti, 
HW017, bmiptkb Bid ni^iJil 

Fiindjilii of imr nuicb of ^■■■1 
KiowMga; wKli Dm IHilialfcM b1 
IMMOoa or •]) Iha Tmn* ki tntd 
sdiwUtauranoaiiWasdniti. an.mi. 

VmUmm Bnnda^ LartiirM « 

OiBnlcChmtotTT, « united to Xan- 
fhrtiiTvfl, Inclndlna; DrVDv, Bla ^rfrfii f, 
CdlDO Printinii. Sd^ Hma&iTtiii^ 
•>" »niMrvitlai of Wwi^ ^«li» 
Edited br J. sanaBaTmS. 



Im RuJnir ™- ""ii™ oj J. odu 

S5'«SSt^ l'»I..Wood™.^7..iM. 



2reweT^-AiE Atla* of I 
Jiod Qftocruib/. ftnoi Iba Cat 
ment oflluCiirUliaa bi to 



Bloomfiald-^Iba Qreak Taita- 

Bunti wtlh dODloiiB EnriUh Xotfl*. 
Crttiiil. Pkllaki«iod, ud ixfttaMory. 
Xn«ii3l7 •dmud U ttHDHofTbgo- 
loided BtDdenund MtnMini. Brths 
B«, s. T. BioowroiiD, D.D, ia^. 

St. BUoMilald'a CaUan * Sakool 

Sdltloa otihe Ontk iHUnunt ; WUh 



vUb Mqi ud Ind» 



Brlalnont.— Tha lift id tha 

IMKorWdH^tn. FromttanuA 

of Atms nxuLBOKC. CisUIb on ttw 
St^of Iba BtWoi Azmjiimimmf 
AtOmi udAMlHoiBL Br a* Bar. , 
S. R. Outia, ll.A..Cl u |i tfl i m M l 
to tha Foma and >nb«duT of St. 






Or. BlwuBflaU'a College ft SoliHl 

IntoopMlheOnakTaiUnwiit. Maw 
Edltlan. nriaad. Fcp. Bid. price lOi. si. 



X'Nbiu, Botd, C^iUln, R.tf. wn 
riminnia tlliiiali In Coloun, and K 
WcoSmtt. tuB.tn.llt.M. 



phtiDB} Bn Daw la IfeA pnaa, aaA vH tab 
nj lb* tMiir ) of Un Daka'ftacD Oa BatOi 

Biodla^— FijaMo^tel bask 

rtaa,liia9eriu of Bawja biWndid to 

OrfUBlaaUoa 00 tti« HuuThm^h 
B> Sir Biviu^ 0. BaoDiL But. 
TMrd EdlHonTlVp. Bro. la^ 



Or. Ball's Knto t« KotkaH on 

thA VHiis«m«itoftbelrH»ltiidiirii^ 
tlM Fsriiia oT PninuHUT >nd In the 

1/fiBf-itL WlOmt with AB BKOdHin of 

FopoUr Krtflrt in eooBtAloa tntb tho» 
■aUAoU, &a. 1 uhd HiDU upoD NunlDg. 
!(•« Edkoo. FcplSvo.S<. 

St. Bnll't Work on Blindnem, 
mtlUea tlia Sui» of vlilim Danied 
taA Lon. EdiMd lij the Rev. B. O. 

Mn.Bin,L. Fcp.Sio.«.Sd. 

BimniL-^9uutuidtr and Kan- 



wT^ 4»- 7 Tall. 



ThMl^ia Sarmudtat 

Dliliu Tnitb, a^Hith leci 
lorelj thliwi tmclibua Pa 
■• "Mtdbrev "- 



UtdVOL.lU.priDtlSL 

Bnntiiig. — The Iff* of 7b1ni 



with a VraHit^y Ab Bbi 

KiKascn, KtoCor of Bvenltr ! ind 
A Sflrlw of 130 lUmaallciia augnTAd 
OS I'tHt ttti on Wood from OrUjul 

IlMigM Iw CHlBtM BlHKm. Tcjk 



ooloand FlUe. Sto, ie>. 

Burton.— fenonal BamtiTa ef 

Br KoaSt. F, BniTO^ Oplalii; 
Bombaj^ Army. Smmd .3d£ftoii. r«- 
Tiudi vLthcc4citredHM«flandWDod- 

Blihop Bntlar^ SkaUli of Ko- 

tugblf iflTlie 
)r^™jTe DlJoovertM and'tturGSeit 



SDUbri ml ItaUvBiB <Alli*airiitlmii 



Bidiop Bntlei') Benenl A 

of Modoniuid Ancient Geo^nphy: ™u.- 
prulDE FUtv.Cwo foUKDloured iUpi : 
with cooiplBM Indlcea. New EdMbn, 

eiliU|(*d,andgrHU7iiininn«d 

tv th* AmbDi'i tMo. Boyil 1 

The OaUiut IiawTtt: AFoi 

IM«Bt ot Uu Lma o( E^i^Hld 
BnaCTlnll^i Willi K sSSc^uj <u 
Law Tflm^ «*^iH» Bta t ntifc ud 
jiuUd^iwiiiBltlHi OormtTi^lnaf 
AnesHd TiH, Btnim DmiM, BnlM 

-ssssss'sa 



KiUia. 



■Wl 



KIW VOSEB AKD XBV SDITIOirS 



Tlw C&binet Gutttaar : AFopn- 1 Couington.— Soadbook ef Ch«- 



Calid.^ Pniiifl Farmbig: i 



Calvert. ^ Tlie Vi&'i Xannal ; 

ttf, Prfljen, TlicniffbtB, and Bonsi on 
SfifenIOcculnn» of a Uafron's lAfo 



Catlow's Pranlar Conaholo^; 

or, the Shell Ciblnet nmnnd actocd- 
!iw Id the Modern EiaUm; Wjtb > 
detailed Account of (he Anlinm]i,vidH 
cmnplete D»cri[itltfe LiBt of the FalDl' 
IlH md Ociien oT Rectnt and FohU 
Stael[i. Second Edllkin, improied : 
wlthtKWaadcots. PoatSrii.lti. 

Catt aad Fulie'i Book of Est- 

bL«mi.— Uoril Emhlema from Jacqh 

Cm aikd ROIIIRT ?1ELTE ; with Apho- 

Tiuoi, Ada«, ml FroverlH of all 
NUknt. TU Il[uUratloiu h-Mb 

w«k> or CUi and Fullc. br John 

wUhw laniB lUustiitlons on Wood; 
sndnumEroua Vianetlei and TaU Plecee. 

Ctril. — Tho Stod Farm; or,' 

Hludon Kiwdlnc Boneg for the Turf, 
the Cnaw, ind tSe Boad. Addremetl 

Qllntcn, Landed Proprteton, and Te- 

OmU'i Btablo Praetuw ; or, Hluti 

n^hilBliisCiiitlH XarlUidCluiie, ud 
tlH Roili with ObHmUoiu m RBOliig 
■nd Himfliig, WMtliur, Bace-RtdlnB, 

wlo *nwMsrnid bi BachiK, St«p1e- 
Charinffr and Fot-HDntlng. Second 
Edition. Per. SvD. with Flue, it, 

ChapmuL^^Qitory of GutaTiu 

War mto the Klng^s Death : With 

Pea« of Wenphnllt. tn leis. ffii B, 
CHinuB.MJ. gio. Plana, Bi. id. 



Also, Tabl€a ofQuaHtatirff An^Mt, 
booi. Prtee £i. 6^^^ 

Coanollr.^nM Hamanee of tha 

RankB: or, Aneedolei. Episodei, and 
Sodal IneLJtnta of MDltatr Lift. Bj 

of Itie Royal EuglneBn. iiola. Gto. 

CannDUy'B Hiitory of the Eoyal 

Bervlsi of the Corn In Iba Crtmeaacd 
at the Kbse et SebutowL Stamd 
EiHHsFt; with IT oolounaPlatw. t 



—Id Eplatlei ot SiEnEPaul i CompcMni; 
a complete nLognptaj of the jLnaMa, 
and a Tranilatlan ot hli EnlRia 
iDBeiied In Chnwoloolal Order. IMrd 
SdiUmt, nvlaed and enrtcted; wUb 
Hveral Mau and Woodeata, and 4, 
PlaUL tToli.»iiianennnia>i>.SIa.«d. 



Dr. Copland' I Siotionuj of 

Practical MoCUcLne t Canprlaliw Oen^ 
lal PUhal(«y, the Natora and Craat- 
ment of IMaeuea, Uorbld Btruetune, i 
andQieDlaordanMp«l*ll<liitUHiM : 
to dlmalH, la So, and totlHtHflbnnt 
Epocbi of LUbj with nanMRU f- 



reoommended. NovcompletBlnSTQla. 



'ed Fonnulie of the 
emh. 

Biihop Cotton'i InitrnotioDa In 



ConBrmatlon. 1th Edition. 18mo.ta.Cd. 

Oieay'i Bnejalop«dla of dvil 

Eoilneeiing. HMorical, Iliaontlcal, 
andPracUflU. ninateitad IH npmrdi 
Df_S,tlM WoDdentL ^amgiiiuiim. 

.Tubular Bridges, 



oompruhi; Metntpol 
DnOpnue of Towns, 
Pioporiion, Brick - 



CroiM. — XemoriBli, Sdenttflo 
and Lllerary. of Andrew Croaie, the 
mtctrldan. Edited >a Km. CUaa. 



Ctow&— Tha Hiitory of fruiM. 
Crtiikiliaiik. — Til* lift of Bir 

JabD FitRuft Ulnrtntad fai k Bcrtus 
., ™. — ^*_.._ ^_._^^^ EtohingB by 

. Aaooavpta&A by 

' Btasniiiy of t£a EnUtat, 

^ B. BUDBH. Bo^BtO. 

priMUi.td.doUi. 

Ladj Oiuf I IiiTftlid'i Own Book ; 



Ths EoUpw of Faith ; or, a Tiatt 

to a B*l'^«" Soeplit. eu EdlOM. 

Defanoo of Tho Eelitiaa of Faitli, 

Iv lu Antlior: Bring > IMdndn' to 
PRi(«i« Nnmuui'i tvhl .'^Lndni^ 




Tha Ear. Canon Dais'* Somsitie p^-- li^^ViuT "iSdiii"(SBS: 
§;^'gc^,3^SS±S?^pTiS I Tho Zngliahman-i Eel.row and 

IT, Hu ftnpnntriftto SermoD for Krery ' Cbjildco Concordance or tt]4 Old ToMil' 
HaDdayln Ihe Year, " ■■ '■'■'-"— ■ ■ "-' " -• - -— ■.-! 



Dayy (Dr, J.)— Tho Anglar and 

UlTT. M J)„ F.11.B., &c. ' Fcp. Svo.-U. 

Tlia Angler in tho Lake Diitriot ; 



Domeneiih.— Seron Yoori' Hesi- 












. fti?. ! Tob. royal Svo. 
]aiseptiier,£4.1b.«d. 

Epliamara'aEandbookaf&iisliiig; 

l^eUng, Silmiu-iMina I With Uu 
»■tn[^HigMrToflUTR-Fid^UldUu 
bmt Modn of DuohbiB thnn. Iliird 
EdlUoiLCOTTHtedaDdmipiaKd: With 
WoodcuU. Fcp-a>o.to. 

EplisnMra'a Book of Xba Salmon : 

Tht Theory, Frlneiplcfl. md Pnctla of 
l^'FLihlJwforBaliDoiLi LiiUofpiod 
KuliDon FUu IOt eieiy good Bliei In 
theEmiilnitheNalainilHlitoryofltae 
SKlmmi, lu UiUUiiHcribed.iwdihB 
beil wkf at artlfldHlW BrBedlng U. 
Fcp. BVD.wUhODlDurtKTPkteB, llfl.^ 

Fairlaim.— TTMfnl InfonnatlDU 

for Eneineere -. Being a Berln ef Lee- 
turea oallvflredto the Werking Eugt- 



TuBher. — Franola Baoon of 
VinUam ; BeallKlc I'hUowpli}' and lu 
Age. By Dr. K. FitOBU. TraiuliiUd 
by J. OxBuroui. Pon8To.M.Od. 
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TSTEW WGRSS AlTD VJBW EDITIONS 



Forester. — Bsmbles in the 

Islands of Corsica and Sardinia : With 
Notices of their History, Antiquities, 
and present Condition. By Thomaa 
FOBXBTSX. W1& colonred Map ; and 
nmnflroni Lithognq;)hic and Woodcut 
BlmfeTBtioiM from Drawings made 
dnrlnc the Tour \yy Lieat.-Col. M. A. 
BLdda^ib, RJL Imperial 8vo. S80. 

Fraser. — Letters of Sir A. S. 

Frazer, K.C.B. Commanding the Boyal 
Horse Artillery under the Duke of W el- 
liiwtoB: Written during the Penin- 
siuurand Waterloo Campaigns. Edited 
hy Majob-Ositesal Sabxitb, B.A. 
With Portrait^ 2 Mi^>s, and Plans. 
8ve.l8B. 

Freeman and SalTin.— Falconry : 

Its Claims, History, and Practice. By 
Gaob Eablb Fbeeman, M.A. (" Pere- 
nine" of tha Field newsp^Mr) ; and 
Captain F. H. Salvht. Post 8vo. with 
Woodcnt nioBtrations from Drawings 
hj Wolf; price 10s. 6d. cloth. 

Qarratt— Karvels and Mysteries 

of Instinct ; car. Curiosities of Animal 
Life. By Gbob«b Gabbaxx. Second 
Edition, improved. Fcp. 8vo. 48. 6d. 

Gilbart.— A Practical Treatise 

on Banking. By Jambs Wiuliam 
OiLBABT, F.R.S. Sixth Edition. 2 
vols. 12mo. 16b. 

Gilbart*8 Logic of Banking : A 

Familiar Exposition of the Principles 
of Beasoning, and their Apidioation to 
the Art and the Sdenoe of Bankix^. 
12mo. with Portrait, 12s. 6d. 

Gleig.— Essays, Biographical, 

Historical, and MsoeUaneous,. contri- 
buted chiefly to the Edvnburffh and 
Chtarterlp Beviewt. By tlie Rev. G. B. 
GLBia, M.A., Chaplam- General to the 
Foroes, and Prebendary of St. Paul's. 
2 vols. 8vo. price 21s. 

The Poetioal Works of Oliver 

Goldsmith. EdltedbyBoLxoirCoBKBT, 
Eaq. Illustrated by Wood Engravings, 
from Designs by Members of the 
Etching Club. Square crown 8vo. 
doth, 21s. ; morocco, £1. IBs. 



Geese.— ^A Naturalist's Sojonm 

in Jamaica. By P. H. Gossb, Esq. 
With Plates. RwtSvo. 14s. 

Chreathed.«iLotters from Belhi 

written daring the Siege. By H. H. 
Obbathxd, late of the Bengal Civil 
Service. Edtted by his Widow. Poet 
8ro. 88, 6d. 



Green.^Liv<e8 of the Prineesses 

of England. By Mrs. Mast Akitb 
EvBBBTT GBBBir, Editor of the Letters 
ofRopal and lUuatrioue Ladiee. W^ith 
nnmerova Portmits. n«»«| ^ t In S 
vols, post Svo. lOa. 6d. eaeh. 

Greyson.— Selections trom the 

Correspondence of B. E. G b bctok, Esq. 
Edited by the Author of The SelM$e of 
Faith. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 78. 6d. 

GroTC^The Gorrelaticii e€ Fliy* 

sical Forces, ftr W. R. Gbotx, Q.C.. 
M.A. Third B^ktion. 8vo.7s. 

Gumey.— 8t Lonis and Henri 

lY.: Being a Second Series of Histo- 
rical Sketches. B^ the Bev. Jokbt H. 
GtrBirxY. H.A. Fcp. Svo.Os. 

EveninrEeereations ; or. Samples 

fi-om tJie Leotm-e-Room. Edited by 
Bev. J. H. GvBiTBY. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Gwilt*s Encyclopssdia of Ardd- 

tecture, Historical, Theoretical, and 
Practical. By Josbph Gwilt. With 
more thanl,000 Wood Engravings, fixmi 
Designs by J. a. Gwi£T. 8vo.42s. 

Hare (Archdeaeon).— The Life 

of Luther, in Fortgr-eight Hiatorieal 
Engravings. By Gusiav EOyi&. 
With Exidaaations by Archdeacon 
Habb and Sveaskam WmnroBXK. 
F(V. 4to. 28s. 

Harford.— Li& of XiohaelAngelo 

Buonarroti : With Translations of 
many of his Poems and Letters : also 
Memoirs of Savonarola, Rsc^ao, and 
YittoriaColonna. By Johb-S.Hasposd, 
Esq., D.C.L.. F.R.S. Second Bdltion, 
revised; with 20 Plates. 2v(dB.8ro.2ls. 

ninstrations, Architectnral and 

Pictorical, of the Genius of Michad 
Angelo Buonarroti. With Desdtotioini 
of the Plates, l^ the CommsMntore 
CAmiTA^. R. Cockbbxli.^Es4., BJL; 
and J. S. Habtobd, Esq., D.C.L., F.R.8. 
Folio, 7Ss. 6d. half-bound. 

Harrison. ^ The Light of the 

Fora» : or. Counsels firom the Sick>Bed 
of E.M. By the Bev. W. Habbisov, 
M.A., Domestic Chaplain to the 
Duchess of Cambric^. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. 

Harry Hleover^s Stable TUk 

and Table Talk; or. Spectades for 
Toons Spprtsmoi. New Bditton. 2 
vols. svo. Portrait. 2to. 



HHtt Kmtw.— Uia Hnntiiw- I 

Held. Br HiuT HnoTH. WJlti I 
HKiry HieoTBT. ^ Fraatio*! 

HDrKmnBMn. S»md BiUMDH,- nllli 
tPlmUi. Fop. Bio, Sfc hnU-boiind. 

HuTjBieaTeT.— nePodmtiad ' 



Jokn HerwlMl^ Snap 



EuulL— A Hiitory of the Bri- 

l>eBcrtptiDOB of :hBl>eBI 



EuwOl,— Adnltentiou Dsteet- 

sd;or,Fl^nIiiitnu)ttanifar UwDii- 

^AiamsM Hiu, HuuLiu U.d! 
I-aiid., Analyit or nto Lamett bulUir 
OvndHliin, ud Anthorof Iha Rnioni 
of Out Cnomiialoii pub""''"' — '''~ 



Col. EAvkw'i Initmotloiu to 

Yoona Bportflmen in all tJut nktei to 
auiuud SbDD>ta«. lllb Edltton. »• 
tlKd In Urn Aolfaor-a >km. lUi« t. 
W.L.Hlmn. WltbPonnM%lH. 

H&ydn'i Book «f DlnitiM: 

CanmnbiK SoUi oT ttaB OHdil Pnrn- 
MM o( Uh BrilM ^^In, GlTil, Eg- 



' Hint! en Etdiinette tod tbe 



HollBnd.^KcdiOBl 5otM mnd 

BeHectionI. BrBlrHamHoLUID, 
M.D.. F.R.3.. St., PhrdcUn in Oril- 
n^"7to the Qiteon uid PriDW-Coiuort, 

Sir H. Hollutd'B Cluipttt* an 

Mtnlid Fhriiologj, ftjoniled ddefli on 
Chaptsra conulnsd In JVwNaiJ A'ufa 
Bud BqIkHkiu. Peat Bio. Bi.M. 

Hooker.^Xew Oudnu; or, » 

Fopnlai Ouiila tn tlie Bojil Botulc 
Gardttit 01 Ksv. Br Sir Wiujlh 
JiOKSos Hooi.jL if.H., to.. Direc- 
tor. With oLiuiy woodcoti, umo. 0d. 

Hookar aad Amott'i Britiah 

Flora: coTDDridjiff tha 

•A' 



^ti^Hilh 






Hftjwud. ^ BLognphlotl ftnd 

■■- ■ '"TWAIUI, Ebi., 1J.C. s mil. 



Ronu'i IntradnotloB to th.« 

CriUaJ Bloilv ind KnowMsi. of tho 
Hal. scripu t. nmu airnoik ru- 



Homa.— A Compendioni Intro- 
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NBW WOBES AND ITEW EDITIONS 



Howitt (A. H.)— An Art-Stu- 
dent in Munich. By AiriCA Haby 
HowiXT. 2 vols, post 8vo. 148. 

Howitt.— The Children's Year. 

By Maby Howiw. With Four Illus- 
trations. Square 16mo. 5b. 

Howitt. — Tallangetta, the 

Squatter's Home : A Story of Austra- 
lian Life. By William Howitt. 
2 vols, post 8vo. 18s. 

Howitt. — Land, Labonr, and 

Gold ; or. Two Years in Victoria : With 
Visit to Sydney and Van Diemen's 
Land. By William Howitt. Second 
Edition. 2 vols, crown 8vo. lOs. 

W.Howitt'sVisits toBemarkable 

Places : Old Halls, Battle-Fields, and 
Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages 
in Enelish History and Poetry. With 
ahout 80 Wood Engravings. New Edi' 
Hon, 2 vols, square crowu 8vo. 25s. 

William Hewitt's Boy's Conn- 
try Book : Being the Real Life of a 
Country Boy, written by himself; ex- 
hibiting all theAmusements, Pleasures, 
and Pursuits of Children in the Coun- 
try. With 40 Woodcuts, rcp.8vo.68. 

William Hewitt's Bnral Life of 

England. With Woodcuts by Bewick 
and Williams. Medium 8vo. 2l8. 

The Abbe' Hue's Work on the 

Chinese Empire, founded on Fourteen 
Years' Travel and Residence in China. 
People's Edition, with 2 Woodcut 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

Hoe. — Christianity in China, 

Tartary, and Tliibet. By M. I'Abbd 
Hue, formerly Missionary Apostolic 
in China. Vols. I. and II. 8vo. 21s. ; 
and Vol. in I0s.6d. 

Hudson's Executor's Guide. 

New and improved Edition ; with the 
Statutes enacted, and the Judicial 
Decisions pronounced since the last 
Edition incorporated. Fcp. 8vo. 6e. 

Hudson's Plain Birections for 

Making Wills in conformity with the 
Law. New Edition, corrected and re- 
vised by the Author; and practically 
illustrated by Specimens of Wills con- 
taining many varieties of Bequests, 
also Notes of Cases Judicially decided 
since the Wills Act came into opera- 
tion. Pep. 8vo. 28. 6d. 



Hudson and Kennedy^s Ascent 

of Mont Blanc by a New Route and 
Without Guides. Second Ediiion,wit\t. 
Pkite and Map. Post 8vo. 5s. 6a. 

Humboldt's Cosmos. Translated, 

with the Author's authority, by Mrs. 
Sabine. Vols. I. and II. 16mo. 
Half-arCrown each, sewed ; Ss. Od. each, 
doth : or in post 8vo. 128. ea<d\, cloth. 
Vol. III. post 8vo. 12r. 6d. doth : or 
in 16mo. Part I. 2s. 6d. sewed, Ss. 6d. 
doth ; and Part II. 8s. sewed, 48. cloth. 
Vol. IV. Pi.BT I. post 8vo. ISs. doth ; 
IGmo. 7s. 6d. doth. 

Humboldt's Aspects of Kature. 

Translated, with the Author's autho- 
rity, by Mrs. SiJBiKX. 16mo. price 6s. : 
or m 2 vols. Ss. 6d. each, cloth; 28. 6d. 
each, sewed. 

Humphreys.— Parables of Our 

Lord, illuminated and ornamented in 
the style of the Missals of the Itenais- 
sance by H.N. Huhphbeys. Square 
fcp. 8vo. 21 ?.in massive carved covers ; 
or 80s. bound in morocco, by Hayday. 

Hunt rCapt.).— The Horse and 

his Master : With Hints on Breeding, 
Breaking, Stable- Management, Train- 
ing. Elementary Horsemanship, Riding 
to Hounds, &c. By Vxbb D. Huht, 
Esq., late 109th Regt. Co. Dublin 
Militia. Fcp. 8vo. with Frontls^eoe, 
price 5s. 

Hunt.— Besearches on Light in 

its Chemical Relations ; embracing a 
Consideration of all the Photogra^c 
Processes. By Bobebt Hunt. F.B.S. 
Second Edition, with Plate and Wood- 
cute. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Hutchinson. — Impressions of 

Western Africa : With a Report on the 
Peculiarities of Trade up the Rivers in 
the Bight of Biafra. By J. T. Hutchik- 
soir, Esq., British Consnlfor the Bight 
of Biafra and the Island of Fernando 
Po. Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

Idle.— Hints on Shooting, Fish- 
ing. &Cm both on Sea and Land, and 
in the Fresh-Water Lochs of Scotiand: 
Being the Experiences of C.Idlb, Esq. 
Fcp. 8vo. 5s. 

Krs. Jameson's Two Lectures on 

the Social Employments of Women, 
8i$ters of Charity and the Communion 
of Labour. New Edition, with a 
Prefatory Letter on the Present Condi- 
tion and Requirements of the Women 
of England. Fcp. 8vo.28. 



PUBLIBESD BT LOHSIUII, SBBBK, AVS C 



Shieh ot Saerwd and I^m^dary drU 
Tbkrd Edldoii ; with 17 Kuhlngi uid 

lb*. JtUMwn'i L^radi of the 

UdduUc Ordon, u TepiwmUd In 
ChrlaUan Art- FonniTut the Skco^d 
SiBIf B of Saarfi and LtefJidary Art, 
Sscwid EdilLon, enl»r)toil ; with 11 
EleUngi bj thij Author mil 88 Wood- 

Kn. Jameion'i Legendi of the 

An: Funning the Tbud Bhibh o! 
BaertA and Leaevdary AH. aeomil 
£dltiDD, wtncted ulaeiilHtcai with 



Ibt. June«m'» Conunanplaoe- 

~ " rfThoughta, MenioiiM.indFiLO- 



EdtL Johnftim'* IHotloiiaij of 

' " ' -■ - ""Triad, "'- 
reoimea to Tits ' 
bDuKHn nisiU,S5t. 

A XuiTua of \iu 



d», Otlgiiud uid 
BaabM, nrlwd Bn 



Juvemot'i 

CnroDDlocy 7 C<fl 
•ooetajA Dnant 
Eu«L "-■--■- 



Compandinm i 

CmtnlnliiE the in«t U 



iwmaaulSt Ohronologr fo 

I SdunU : Contalnlnc Iha most Impoi 

i tut D>tM of UoHrd HlBloiy, Polll 

1 (ai, EcdetiuUnl. and Literal?, froi 

I thvCrauioDor t1ivWorldtotbeeDa< 

I tbeTurlKZ. Fcp. ^'>- 3*- M' 

Lord Jgfltaj'a CoDtrlbntioiii t 



8io. Uh. cloth 1 I 



AKovie" 



Bithop Jtmmj Taylor'i Eutir* 

Worlil; With Lift hy Bishop H»rfB>. 
Chibibb^.obKdiw, F^oa of Orlti 
Collage, Oiford. Now oomplels Id 10 

Kase^-Wsndningi of mi Artist 

from Cmuda to VincouTOT'e leland 
uidOreKoa^hrongt|th«Hud«ODHlley 
Combany'B TerritMv, imd back ajstia. 
ByKni,Ki«. Wfth M.,^ IUmh* 
tlou in Colonn. Iwd Wood llngiiv- 



Sqnu»paitSn>.7i.ed. 
Sirl); ftnd Spence's IntrodaBtion 

Not^usTitot?'' of'l^i™™Comi)H^ 

MotlonBiNoioefl. H;/beniat(on,liutiiin| 
dix relaLlve lo th4 Un'giD and Progreee 

A Lady*! Tour mniid lloitte 

Bou; wHbTliltntothoItaUuiVilleig 
of ADuecH, Hntalobe, CuDAMO, BeBUi, 
Ij e, Chrilsnt, Aotts.uidCai»: In > 
^riei of EicnnUiiulii liaTaa lUU, 

In t^oloun fhmx Sket^ies hy Idr. u. 
BamBtil.uidtiWaodEngts(lngt. Poit 

Laidnsr'BCBldlUt Cvolopndia ot 

Hlitoiy. Boanphy, liuruun, Uie 
Arti and »i&aam, Nuucal HlMory, 
(DdManulhctimi. ASetleaofOilglnid 
Woclu bs tiiiiiuin WuiBU. uhd- 
plete in Ixi <(di.liB.Sni. wUh Vlsiutte 
{uim, pti« Cisnsi. cloth hncied. 
The World ttpanO^ji, In ikifflB 
Valomu or Set*, price la. Sd. Baeh 

Tilt. B. Lee's ElemanU of ITo- 
tural Hlewry i or. Flrel PrinripleB of 
Zoology i Comnrleins the PrindlileB of 
CLMlKcsUon, Inliripened with ^u^ 

tlon; Woodcuts. Fop. 8yo. ?■. »d. 

Ths Letters of a Batrotiied. 
Lstten to m7 Unknown Tri«sds. 

by B Lu>r, Author of LttUrt m Sop- 
vhsi. Tnira SdUoa. Fop.8TO.Si. 
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VSW WOBKS AJn> HTKW ESITIOKS 



LJB.L.— The Foetieal Worki of 

Letitia Elizabeth LancUm ; comprising 
tiie Iwtpromsatricet the Venetkm Brciee- 
let, the Gdde* Violet, the Troubadour, 
and Poetical Remains. 2 vols. 16mo. 
10s. doth; iDMrocoo» 21s, 

Dr. John Lindle3r*s Theory and 

Practice of Hortienltare ; or, an At- 
tempt to explain the principal Opera- 
tions of Gardenine upon Ph^olo^cal 
Grounds : BeinK the Second Edition of 
the Theory of HortieuUure, much en- 
larged; with 96 Woodcuts. 8vo. 2l8. 



Dr. John lindley's Introdnetlon 

to Botany. Nevr Edition, with oonreo- 
tions and copious Addiuons. 2 vols. 
8vo. with Plales and Woodcofes, 2is. 

Dr. John Lindley's SynopsiB of 

the British Flora arranged acomrdingto 
the Naitural Orders; contaiaing Vas- 
ottlares or Flowering Plants. Third 
J^dilioft (reprinted). Tcp.8TO.^. 

Linwood. — Anthologia Oxoni- 

ensis, sive Florilesdum e Lnsibus poet- 
icis diversorum Oxoniensium GrsBcis 
et Latinis decerptum. durante Guxi- 
SLMO Lnrw oos* ldL&.. 8tow14b. 

Lorimer's Letters to a Yoirng 

Master Mariner on some Subjects con- 
nected with his Calling. Fcp. 8vo. 
price 5s. 6d. 

Loadon'i EncydopsBdia of Qnx- 

dening : Comprising the Theory and 
Practice of Horticulture, Floriculture, 
Aboriculture, and Landscape-Garden- 
ing. With 1,000 Woodcuts. Svo.Sls.Od. 

Loudon's EneyelopsBdia of Trees 

and Shrubs, or Arboretum et Fruetice- 
tumBritannicum abridged : Containing 
the Har^ Trees and Bhmbs of Great 
Britain, Kative and Foreign, Scienti- 
fleally and Popularly Described. With 
about 2,000 Woodcuts. 8vo.60s. 

London's Eneydopflsdia of Agri- 
culture: Comprising the Theory and 
Praotiee of the yaluation. Transfer, 
Laying -out. Improvement, and Ma- 
nagement of Landed Property, and of 
the Cultivation and Economy of the 
Animai and YeMtaUe Productkms of 
Agrionlture. With MOO Woodcuts. 
6vo. Sis. Ad. 



London'sEn^yQlopsdiaofPlants: 

Comprising the Spedflo Chmeter, 
Description, CuUore, History, Apidioa- 
tioM in the Arts, and every other de- 
siraMe Particular respeotmg idl the 
Plants found in Great Britam. With 
upwards of 12,000 Woodonts. 8fo. 
price £3. 13s. 6d. 

London's EncyelopsBdia of CSot- 

tage. Farm, and Villa Architeoture and 
Furniture. New Edition, edited by 
Mrs. Lousov; with more than 2^000 
Woodcuts. 8vo. 6S8. 

London's Hortns Britannicns; 

or. Catalogue of all the Plants Ibondin 
Great Britain. New Edition, corrected 
by Mrs. LouDOV. 8vo.Sls.6d. 

Mrs. London's Lady's Oonntry 

Companion ; or. How to En1<q^ a 
Country Life Kationally. Fouth 
Edition. Fcp.8va5s. 

][rs. London's Amatenr Gar- 
dener's Calendar, or Monthly Guide to 
what should be avoided and done in a 
Garden. Second Edition, retiaed. 
Crown 8vo. with Woodcuts, 78. 6d. 

Lew's Elements of Praetieal 

Agriculture; comprehending the Cul- 
tivation of Plant^ the Husbandry of 
the Domestic Anunals, and the Eoo- 
nomy of the Farm. New Edition; 
with 200 Woodcuts. 8vo. 21 s. 

Hacanlay. — Speeches of the 

Bi^t Hon. Lord Maoiulay. Conected 
byHiMSBUP. 8vo. 12s. 

Maeanlay. — The History of 

England from the Accession of James 
II. By the Kight Hon. Lord Ma- 
OAiTKAT. New Edition. Tola. I. and 
II. 8vo. 32s. ; Vols. III. and IV. 98b. 



Lord Maeanlay's History of Bng- 

land from the Accession of James 11. 
New Edition of the first Four Volumes 
of the Octavo Edition, revised and 
oj^rrected. 7 vols, poet mro. 6s. each. 

Lord Maeanlay's Critioal and 

Historical Essurs contributed to The 
Edinburgh Review. Four Edittons :— 

1. A Library EsmoN (the Xighth), ia 

8 Tols. 8vo. price S6«. 

2. Complete in Onb ToLvm, with Par* 

trait and Vignette. Sqnare crown 
8to. price 21a. cloth ; or aOe. call 

S. Another New Esinoiiy ia 8 Tok. fiep. 
8to. price 21a. doth. 

4. The Pbofui*s Eoinoir, ia S T«b. 
crown 8to. price 8e. cloth. 
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■Acavlay. — Lays of Aneient 

Bomft. \rith Jvrjf and the A rmada . By 
tbo Riclrt Hon. Lord MjlCaitulT. 
New Emtion. lemo. price 48. €d. doth; 
or lOs. 6d. boand in moroooo. 

LordMaeanlay's Layi of Ancient 

Borne. With ntimeroos Illastratioos, 
Orighud and from the Autiqoe, drawn 
on Wood by Geoi^ 8ohar^ jun. Fci>. 
4to. 2l8. boards; or 428. bound m 
moroooo. 

ICae Donald.— Poems. By Oeorge 

IfAO DowALD, Anthor of Witkim and 
Without. Fcp.8vo.78. 

Xac Ikoald. — Within and 

without: A Dramatic Poem. Bv 
QxosgxMacDovaij). Fcp.8vo.4s.6a. 

Xae Dongall. — The Theory of 

War illustrated hy numerous Examples 
firom History. ]^ Lieutenant-Colonel 
Mao DosiroAix, Commaadant of the 
Staff College. Acond JBcttfion, revised. 
Post 8vo. with Plans, lOt. ad. 

Xac Bonsall. ^ The Campoignf 

of Hannibal, arranged and critically 
considered, expressly for the use of Stu- 
dents of Mllitaj^ History. ByLieut.- 
Col. P. L. Mag Dotjgaix, Commandant 
of the Staff College. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

M^BongaU. — The Eventful 

Voyageof fl^. Jf. Diaeavery SMp Resolute 
to the Arctic Begiont in March of Sir 
John Franklin and the Mining Crews 
of H.M. Diacoverp Shipe Erebus and 
Terror, 1892, 1858, 1854. By Gsosen F. 
M'DouGALL, Master. With a coloured 
Chart, IllustrationB in Lithography, 
and Woodcuts. 8vo.2l8. 

Sir James Mackintosh's ICscel- 

laneous Works : Includixag his Contri- 
butions to 1^ Edinbnri^ Review. 
Complete in One Volume ; with Por- 
trait and Vignette. Square crown 8vo. 
21s. cloth ; or SOs. boand in calf: or in 
3 vols. fcp. 8vo. 21s. 

Sir James Mackintosh's ffistory 

of England from the Earliest Times to 
the final Establishment of the Beform- 
atioB. 2 vols. 8vo. 2l8. 

Mcculloch's Bictionazy, Prac- 
tical, Theoretical, and Historical, of 
Commerce, and Oommnrcial Navi- 

fation. Illustrated with Maps and 
lans. New Edlti<m, revised and 
adapted to the Present lime. 

iJutt readp. 



M«Oallooh1s Bietionary, Geo- 
graphical, Sfcatistieal, and HistoricaL 
of uie various Countriea, Places, and 
Trineipal Natural Oldeoto in the World. 
lUustrated with Six lai^Mi^w. New 
Editkn. revised. 2 vtila. Svo. 68b. 

Magnire.^ Borne; its Bnler 

and its Institutions. ByJoHirFKAKCiB 
Maouibx, M.P. Second JSidUioaL en- 
larged; witk a new Pwtiait of Pope 
PiusDL Poet 8vo. 10a. 6d. 

Mrs. Marcet's Ckmversations on 

Natural Philoeophy, in which the Ele- 
ments of that Saenoe are familiarly ex- 
plained. Thirteenth Edition, enlaned 
and oorreeted; with S4 PkUee. JPcp. 
8vo. price 10s. 6d. 

Mrs, Mareet's Conversations on 

Chemistry, in which the Elements of 
that Sdenoe are familiarly explained 
and illustrated by Experiments. New 
Edition, improved. 2vola.fti>. 8vo.l4s. 

Marshmaa,^— The Life and Times 

of Carey, Marshman, and Ward : Em- 
bracing tne History of the Serampore 
Mission. By JohvClaucMabshkav. 
2 vols. 8vo. 25s. 

Martinean. — Stadies of Chris- 
tianity: A Series of Original Papers, 
now first collected, or New. Bv James 
MABTnrxAU. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Martinean. — Endeavonrs after 

the Christian Life: Discourses. By 
Jaicbs Mastivbau. 2 vols. post,8vo. 
price 7b. 6d. each. 

Martinean. — Hymns fbr the 

Christian Church and Home. Col- 
lectedaadeditedbyJAHBsMABTiinBAU. 
Bleventh EdiUon, 12mo. 8b. 6d. doth, 
or 5b. calf; FifOk JBdiHon, 82mo. l8.4d. 
doth, ot iB. 8a. roan. 

Martinean.— Miscellanies: Com- 
prising Essays chiefly religious and 
eoatroversial. By Jaios MASSiirxAir. 
C^wn Svo. 98. 

Manndex^s Sdentiflc and Lite- 
rary Treasury : A new and pc^ular 
Encydopcedia of Science and the BMles- 
Lettres; induding all Kranohee of 
Sdenee, and every suldeot connected 
with LiHnture«aa Art. Fep.8n>.10s. 



KtitmdaT^t BioyrapUiMl Ttm- 

jie^t PonoDH or All Aha ana Kal^ona. 
from thi EullHt PtilDil of Hi«oi7 ; 
Tamil Su^fmp&V- E/tvfntri Eiiitiiin, 



KktmOer'! TrtMnrj of Eninr- 

led^, iAd Ltbruy of R^rena ; ccm- 

OrBTnmnr, n inilvwasl QmoCloor, a 
CUiiloal binloniv;. t Cliniaoliiey, a 

NfwKbucm. ™iim«tiu««l by B. b! 
HoBuB, Safii:lIor,''aiiil W. HnoBBii 

of ITfttnral 



Hlatoryi or.aPD 
Anlmnleil Nature 
Zaalaflr-M " — 
engu&htl 



Mftonder't EiitoriEat Traunr; ; 






! Xanuder a Treatniy of Gso^tb 






KanviOe (MUi) — Cliri*ti«n 

BmnrJi A Shun HlstorjofAjomoll 



KsilTBle.— The ,FaU of the 

RonuD Rupublii- : A tStmtt Hlttflri of 
Lur Ceatnry ot tiie CaDmcniwtaltlL- 



-A HlttfUT of tho 

lor the B'npl't^ By Uie 
JdIid'b Colloffei Cacnbrid^. 



^m jtufiuhM [o^fffnM'AU, 



Milei.— tlie Horie** Foot and 

JlovUlKKepltSoand. £!vtUEtIilHJ>,- 
vlth ui ApLHndlion t^bwui^ttiKeiwral. 
ind Hdiiure in pirlloular. 12 Pluei 
wd tl WiHidmUL Dy W. Uau, Khi. 

XUm'i Fluu Tisatiie on Eotm- 

Rliodng. WilhPlnlHMiaWooamlta, 
SccoiiOdlUon. Pi9algva.ts. 

ho I 

HI by 111 
)., P.K.I 

"NDtea by [lie ^r. T, drBUiXEiv, B J>. 



VolUuiiueiu — IMsTT of a Jonr- 

nej rron Uie lIU>i«bl>l w IliaCfiuU 



JuuG* KontgaiiieiT'i PostioBl 

A lUinr H AulDblDBTUVlLiai] FnfBwi. 



Moon.^T]tBPovBr(if tlie Bosl 



MIBlHam M MTOKAS, SMMr. ABB 00. 1? 


Koore^— Hkd and Ui VotlTM. 

BsGbobqeM«,i.e,M.D. FLT.evo.fc. 

Koora.— The Uie of the Body in 

TlipwllKl. S vote, pott SVD. S4. U. 

ThoniM Xoore'i Faetioal Workc ; 

Smm. Varlont EOtltuni or the Mpn- 


Moroll.— HemenU of Ptyoho- 

XonujiKClondj. 37t]i«Aattior 
MoTTu (F. 0.) — Aneedatss in 

SSSK^R^y'rtSiE;,;: 

Itlrdi."Aj^. Fcp.giD. [./lufmilv. 
Korrli (J.)~-1U Life and 

Cttuonof KDitluunpBiQ. PuntBVD.lB. 

Morton.— The BoMnioee of Ka- 

onltunaEosineBri Author oTTUctMn 
uyi. With Si JdUiogniihlo llluH»- 

Kemairi and letten of tlte lata 

Swond Edilto, Pottr^l. FCB. Bvo. Bi, 

Mom.— A CriUaal Hiatory of tlie 

Luufuage aild Lilorature of Andenl 

Knniy'i EnoydoprnJij. of Geo- 
Haale.— Tlie CloiliiK Soene; or. 


i^^lHlj; 


*tN"j;°Ti!XA^?-U-d-sicRiij " ' 


rOETlCftd WOBEB. [Uliut Ediitec, 


P0ETicitwoBii8,r™ia^>, Mil 




Bg0RT^"*f..'^5S"i» 




ntUH'KELoinEB.Pnpii^idniiiii, 




"WjpNJ^la*. '*""■'' '^^°°- 




SIS. ess ss" ■■"" " 



Tw of KerotiitloiL Fnn ■ Jminul 
kiptinPHtilnUuTau'ISlS- Bitlie 
H lUDis or KouuBBT. Hue. iTOk. 

(MlvU— Thi ]EMt«-B«IU«V 
nni or, Uu PiinriplH of Oipnlc 
ARUtoeCan h iiBliaM in tba Trpi- 

Osarn,M.D. PoatSnkwttbnWogA- 



tbfiCompan 



.t the RoralCoaen af8oR«iu. 
Eifikn, wtthM Voo&ati. 

LaotniM OH 



Dr. Panin^ BImimU at KM*- 

rik HedlcB and Thurmf oU tm, nM 
&He<0«, enlHAad uid ImnroffAd froDi 
th* AaOiw'a MuicWi Iv A. S. Tiv- 
UB, M.S^ *nd a. O. Bin, ILD. 
Tt^I. SrcBlg.; ToLIL PutXtU-j 

bed Ll^t,t<s«lw with aLKtsnon 
Oh lUnroicimL U Bdlttan, anlMd 
rnnDtlu An&n'l HUvlall b/ £f. 
B. Fo<nLL,](.A. Fcp. Bro. WoadmU, 

?en7,— The I'nn^ turn. Hub 

' AppBMWiM fn Htalotr '- *'■ 

of Ei Piipin. Br Wi 




th* CkmapHntiTB AnBlanr imd Fhr- 
•lalagT of ItH VirtabrUe AeIiuK Oe- 
Itvendrnt the RanlCiilicgB orBnrniKU 
iilSUudiMK Vol. I7»ro. Ua. 

Komoln «t Admlnl Fhit, tho 

ARtts NsTtgUtr. ^U(8in,ltai Iter. 
E. Pim. K.A., DonuadcCbHida (a 
OitBlibiiiDfLai&n. ShrtliESciai: 
Willi > PorgvU nd ooloond CbHi of 
IbtKortb-WanPuBBi^ F^»r(i.Si. | 



PUUipt' 
tlon la Hfaiankin. A Srw SdWia, 
tlou, br H. J. Bkwo, F.B.a, r ABj 
iLndlr,^.lfii.i,m>.lI.i, F.O.I. WUli 
uumarooi Woodmta. FoMSri^lBh 

FieiM'i Ohyiniakl, V^tonl, mnd 






Anthor, Fqt- &^- ^ 



FMtki, 



Derm di Biwar¥»lh bar kanknn tn 
the Al^ CiDb. BMid is Josh 



Mr,Iiilee(i.«d. 



FIhm'i Art of FarfimiBrjr, aid 
Mnbsdi of ObUliiiDg the Odmn of 
PUllte ; with Irutmcttoni Bw tha Ufr 
na^Lctnre of Fnifbinefl fcr tha Hud' 
kerehlet awnted Powden, Odonai 
Vln(«an, DmtlfrliBL PoBudnBi, Ccm- 
mfttiqim. FerftiDud Hoi^ Jtciud aa 
Appeudii on Ibe OoIdut* of ncnren, 
Arnscial FnUI EHenua, As. aw^ 
XdMni WoodnU. CnmanjLte.U. 



tug Ala. Hctn- Ala, Will Ala, Brown 
SuraCPorur, mi TCabla Bear. Hj 
wUiA an adibd Praittnl InalrBBdooi 
&r HaUu MM. Br Jonr Pinv 
Bnllar to^ miliiB B. P. Oaa0. 



FUBLIBHICD BT IiOVGMAF, &SEWS, AND CO. 
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Fttrtor.— Stotory of tb» Knights 

of Malta, or the Order of ibe Hospital 
of St. JiAa. of Jerusalem. By Ma^r 
Whitworth Pobibb, Soyal Enci- 
neera. With 5 mnetratioiia. 2 tois. 
8V0.248. 

FowelLp-^Maysoa tib« Spirit ef 

the Indoctiye Philoaophy, the Unity 
of Worlds, and the Fhitosophy of Crea- 
tkn. By the Ber. Basbk Powbix, 
lLA.,&c. Crown8vowWoodeat8,12B.0d. 

FowelL — COiriftianity without 

Jadaism : A Second Series of Essays 
on the Unity of Worlds and of Nature. 
By the Bev. Basbic PowbIiI., M.A., Ac, 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

'* This volume contains the pith of Professor 
Powell's argument urged often and pewerfolly 
againut the Judaic spirit among Christians. 
....Upon the theological paxt of Protesor 
Powell's aTgnment we offer no opinion; we 
simply desire to make known the natare of 
his book, and to secure for it the respect and 
attention it deserves." Exaiumex. 

FowelL^iTlie Order of Katnre 

considered in reference to the Claims of 
Revelation: A Third Series of Essays 
on the Unity of Worlds and of Nofcore. 
By the Bw, BiLDUl Powslk, MJL 
Crown 8vo. 128. 

PyerofL— The Collegian's Guide; 

or, Recollections of CoUege Davs : Set- 

and Temp> 



^ 



tingfortii the Advant^es 
tations of a University Education, 
the Rer. J. Ptcbor; B.A. 
JBditiotK Fcp.8vo.6s. 



Pycroft's Ck>Tir8e of Engliah 

BeadiaK; or. How and What te Head : 
Adapted to every taste and cwaeity. 
WithLifteraiyABecdotee. Fq^ vvo.6e. 

Pytroftii Cricket-Field ; or, the 

Science and History of the Game of 
Cricket l^ird Edition; Plates and 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8to. 5s. 

Qnatrefiiges (A. Be).— Sambles 

of a Naturalist on the Coasts of France, 
Spain, and Sidly. By A. Db Qtjatbb- 
PAGSS, Memb. Inat. Translated by 
£.C.Oxzs'. 2 vols, poet 8vo. 15s. 

Baikes (T.)— Fortioii of the Jonr- 

nal k^ by Thomas Raikes, Esq., 
from 18S1 to 1847 : Comprising Remi- 
niscences of Social and PoUtiical Life 
in London and Paris during that pe- 
riod. New Edition, oHnpleto in 2 VMS. 
crown 8vo. price 12s. 



Bleli's BliMtrated CoBip«iiio& to 

fhe Lattai Dietkmarv and Greek Lexi- 
eon; Fonning a Gtossary of all the 
Words repreianting TMble Otijeets 
connected with the Aits. Mannihctores, 
and Every>Day Life of the Ancients. 
With about 2.000 Woodcuts from the 
Antique. PoBi8vou21s^ 

Biehardw.— Jonrteoa Yean' 

Bznerienoe of Cold Water: Its Uses 
and Abuses. By Captain M. RiCHAX3>- 
soir. PostSvow Woodcots^te. 

Horsemanship; or, the Art of 

Riding and Managing a Horse, adapted 
to the Guidance of Ladies and Gentle- 
men on the Road and in the field : 
lyithLutructionsfor Brealdnfli^in Colts 
and Young Horses. By Captun Bice- 
ABDSOir , late of the 4th Light Dragoons. 
With 5 Plates. Square crown 8vo. 14s. 

BiddleliCoii^ete Latin-Snglish 

and Bngli^-Latin Dictionary, for the 
nseofGoilegesandSeho(^ ifewBdi- 
Uon, revised and corrected. 8to. 2l8. 

Biddle'i Biameiid Latin-Engliik 

Dictionary. A Guide to the Uaiming. 
QusJity, aiid ria^t Aceentaation of 
£atinClMaicia^V^ds. Royal seaaa 46. 

Biddle*i Copious and Critical 

Latin-English Lexicon, founded on the 
German-Latin Dictionaries of Dr. WU- 
liam Freond. Post 4to. Sis. 6d. 

Bivers's Bose-Amatenx^s Onide; 

contuning ample Descrintions of all 
the fine leading ^noiety of Rosea, regn- 
Uniy classed in their respective Fami- 
lies : their History and Mode of CuUnre. 
Sixth Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 8b. 6d. 

Br. E. Bohinson*s Greek and 

EngSsh Lasieon to the Greek Testa* 
ment. A New Edition, revised and in 
great part re-written. Svo.lSa. 

Kr. Honrj Jftogers'i Essayi se- 
lected from ContribatioKstotbe.Rlln- 
btvrgh Beoiew, Second Edition, with 
Admtions. 8 vols. fcp. 8vo. 21s. 

Samuel Bogers^s BecolleotionB 

of Pereoaal and Conversatkmal Inter- 
coorae with Charles James Fox, Bd- 
mottd Burke, Henry Grattan, Riduurd 
Porson, Jolm Home Tooke, Prince 
Talleyrand, Lord Erskhie, Sir Walter 
ScoU, Lord QrenviUe, cmd the Duke of 
W^igtoo. SeoMid BdUien. Fcp. 
8vo. &s. 
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NEW WOBES AND NSW EDITIONS 



Dr. Boget^s Theianmi of Eng- 
lish Words and Phrases classified and 
arranged so as to facilitate the Expres- 
sion of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. Eighth Edition, revised 
and unproved. Crown 8vo. 10b. 6d. 



Bonalds's Fly-Fisher's Entomo- 
logy: With coloured Bepresentation 
of the Natural and Artificial Insects, 
and a few Observations and Instruc- 
tions on Trout and Grayling Fishing. 
Fifth Edition; with 20 new-coloured 
Flatea. 8vo. Us. 



/ 



Bowton's Debater: A Series of 

complete Debates, Outlines of Debates, 
and Questions for Discussion; with 
ampleReferences to the best Sources of 
Information. Fcp. 8vo. 68. 

Dr. C. W. Bnsseirs Life of Cardi- 
nal Mezzofiuiti : With an Introductory 
Memoir of eminent Linguists, Ancient 
and Modem. With Portrait and Fao- 
Bimiles. 8vo. 12s. 

Scheraer.— Travels in the Free 

states of Central America : Nicaragua, 
Honduras, and San Salvador. By Dr. 
Cabl Schsbzbb. 2 vols, post 8vo. 16s. 

SchinunelPenninck (lifrs.) — 

Life of Mary Anne SchimmelPennmck. 
Edited by her relation, Chbistiaita C. 
Hankin. Third Edftion, with Por- 
trait. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

SchimmelFenninck's (Mrs.) Se- 
lect Memoirs of Port Boyal. Fifth 
Edition^ revised, &c. by the Author's 
relation, Chbistiaita C. HuTEnr. 3 
vols, post 8vo. 2l8. 

SchimmelFenninck's (Mrs.) Prin- 
ciples of Beauty ; with au Essay on the 
Temperaments, and Thoughts on Gre- 
cian and Gothic Architecture. Edited 
by the Author's relation, C. C. Hakkik. 
Post 8vo. with coloured Illustrations, 
price 128. 6d. 

Dr. L. Schmits's History of 

Greece, maUily basedupon Bishop Thirl- 
wall's HUtory. Fim Edition, with 
Nine new Supplementary Chapters on 
the Civilisation, Beligion, Literature, 
and Arts of the Anaent Greeks, con- 
tributed by C. H.WAT80ir,M.A.Trin. 
Coll. Camb. ; also a Map of Athens and 
137 Woodcuts designed by Q. Scharf, 
Jan., P.S.A. 12mo. Ts. 6d. 



Scoflbm (Dr.>— Projectile Wea- 

S)ns of War and Explosive Compounds, 
y J. ScoFFBKir, M.B. Lona.. late 
Professor of Chemistry in the Alders- 
gate College of Medicine. Fourtk Edi- 
tion, Post 8vo. Woodcuts, 9s. 6d. 

Senior.^Jonmal kept in Turkey 

and Greece in the Autumn of 1867 and 
the beginning of 1866. By Nassau W. 
Seitiob, Esq. With 2 Maps and 2 
"^ews. Post 8vo. 128. 

Sewell (Miss).— Kew Edition of 

the Tales and Stories of the Author of 
Amy Herbert, in 9 vols, crown 8vo. 
price £1. 10s. cloth ; or each work oom- 

{)lete in one volume, separately as fol- 
ows :— 

AMY HERBERT 28. 6d. 

GERTRUDE 28. 6d. 

The£ARL*S DAUGHTER .. 2s. 6d. 
The EXPERIENCE of LIFE. . 2s. 6d. 

CLEVE HALL 3s. 6d. 

IVORS, or the Two Cousins 8s. 6d. 
KATHARINE ASHTON ....as. 6d. 
MARGARET PERCIVAL ..5s. Od. 
LANETON PARSONAGE ..4s. 6d. 

Alto by the Author of Amy Herbert. 

Ursula : A Tale of Cnglish 

Country Life. 2 vols. fcp. 8vo. lis. 

History of the Early Chnreh: 

from the First Preaching of the CkMrpel 
to the Council of Nicea. 18mo. 4e. fid. 

Self-Ezamination before Confir- 
mation : With Devotions and Direc- 
tions tor Confirmation-Day. S2mo.l8.0d. 

Beadings for a Month prepara- 
tory to Confirmation : Compiled from 
the Works of Writers of the Early and 
of the English Church. Fcp. Svo. 4a. 

Headings for every Bay in Lent : 

Compiled from the Writings of Bishop 
JxsBMY Tatlob. Fcp. 8vo. 6b. 



Bowdler*s Family Shakspeare: 

In which nothing to added to the Ori- 
ginal Text : but those words and ex- 
pressions are omitted whidi cannot 
with propriety be read aloud. Illus- 
trated with 86 Woodcut YignetteB. 
Tlie lAbrary EdiHon, in One volume, 
medium 8vo. price 21s. ; a PoOe^ Jftii- 
tion, in 6 vols. fcp. 8vo. prioe 5b. eoofa. 



r, SKEBH, HID C 



bwt «aSorlU«,"rv<ili™ori!!°ie«r 
Blurt Wliut 1 Iti Biw, PngrMt, 

in/ one a WUst-PlsvE 
•Ik the L»»B of Pi 

ShuW. CrlbbiM, BMk, _. 

HtdDTA. New Edition ;iflUiFrwepla 
rbr^^TDO, tqr Utl B. Fcp. Sto. Si. 

81iimHR.-^Bndbaak of Siniur; 

or. Hdw to Dine, tbeoreHoallTt phUo- 
fopbicKlly.uidfaletorinUyaHieldBnd: 
Oi»u oTBrllfelJaiarlii. E?Li^xbd 
Ptuicu SiKnoit, M.B.S.L. Fcp. 

Sinolftlr. — Hie Jonraey of LUb. 

Sir Begar D« OoTerloy. Frani 

.,.„ —..^ Kote. una lUiu- 



Hm SkfUhM : niTM Ttlei. B7 

Jfffli't ffone^ and ffiTic^jtoiH. Fcv. 



Smitli (O.} — HiitoiT of Wu- 

F^A.B^Aatbor of Sacred Aiuialt, tc. 
Voip. 1. ITet^awJjbtt Timgtf VQt.II. 

Smltli (J.)^Tha ToTsge uid 

Shlpwrwt of St. Peuli WlUi IflHer. 

Luke, md the Sliipe uid Kavignllon 
ot tti> AncleuU, By Jima sSna, 
7.B.S. Wilb Oiuti, Tlewe, 1^3 
Woodoole. down Sva. M. Sd. 

A Ham^ of Uis Sar. Bydnej 

Sndth. Brhli Duuhtsr. Lidi Hoi.- 
Lum. with 1 SelgctioD (Tom hli 
Letton, efited ^ Un. AnniH. A'w 

SltttlDll. lTOlL»TO.t8i, 



T. Bydaar BbUIi'i HU- 
01 Workt : Indndlng hit Cod- 
ni lo The Ediiboiih Rerleir. 



Tha Bar. 9jtaej flmith'i Ela- 

nioiUiT Skelchei of Uonl FbllMophr. 
dallvered at tbe Royal Initltntion Ic 

Bnov. --Two YeoTi' Cmiie off 

necndel FoKo.thBFalkUndlilandt, 
Pitagonlt, end In the Biier Plate ; A 

BJw.A'iiiiBSirow.laWComSande; 
oflhaMiealen YacM AOmi OtrOiiicr. 
WltiChBrtemndlUonraUons. Svoli, 

Bebart Bontbar^ Complate Poat- 

lol VaA%-. ecaiWidKiUtluAiiflKVi 
lut IntTwIiiiiUoin ud MalM. Ih* 
Utawv nilHsl^a)nvkt• ^OmTo- 

In moTonn.— Abo,^eJfeMei>tt>K(>i 
KUOeii, ir Urolh Ibo. »ro. wia Pop- 
tnlt and 1« Tlinettu, prke SSi. 

Sonthaj'i Doator, oomplate ia 

J. W. Wuiil, B.D. Wfth Poitnl^ 
Vlfn<ene» Duet, and coloiued FLUe. 



Bpeiu]eT.-^tM7i, BolmUlto, Po- 

lido:, and gpeculitlve. BTUEiBBEr 
SpiacKB, Agihor of Saiiat alalia. 
BeprinLfld fhJeflj from Quvterlj Bt. 
vltwi. Sto. lie, doth. 

^The' Prinatplai of 



Btapban.— Laetorta os tha Hii- 

t«T at Fnpiv. Bv the Bliht Hon. 
Sir Jung »amti. E.C.B., LLJ). 
Tkiid EdUloa. KTola.Sn.UL 



a tntw BDiTion 



Btaiihai. — E«M7«fai Satlwlas- Biikop ZhlilwkU'i Hlater «f 

tkai BiogruitiT : from Tbt Kdiuhgrch Qnece. UbnaTEdlUoni villi Hua, 

Btvlew. l^Ui* Biiht Hm. b% B volL Bio.iES.-All BdltbB laSlS. 

TUnl BdiUon, i yoIi. 9«i. l*i. "^ '^ 

nunuon'i Hftnoni Mftnfl by 

Stonehnga^-'nw Dag in Health boltor coum. Eki. niutntod 

vid TTIiMin 1 CocDprUnf th« TVtona jnU 7T nna Wood EwTmriiin Ekan 



InclDdJiw Om Polnl* orClanotaHiCla etMi. bound In mmoB. 
ofTofKiga. BySranMUQi. wiui 

■Loni 7* muitrBu™ «^»rt (o ThsmMS (tha B«». Dr.)— An 

nau-Mono. Tboorijt : A TtwUm on Rm Bid Ap- 

Stmahaafc'aTorkiatlMQTer- dj>. «•* B^iim. n^smh.M.' 

hgwid : Stiias B TniUat on Ihs Ait of 

ssvA-iSSfiss "■-■"■'■ Ml" "I Bi»i«t, 

DlHiia ud TiinliimiC : CaDMlolng st Thrro, Four, Four-auitc-HiiU; ul 

Atv RoIbs f^ tha HvugAdunt of -nT« per llmt., from One Poiub4 Id 

CmmlHllMtliWkUdlbr thaDKl- Ton niDuaandpand from 1 to3«BDiva. 

•tonafOamH. WRhricMlRilMeuid inure^UiriirafKiiBUiiDrBliiglepiiyii 

Wooteiti, SeoireoroiniSTO.lU. ^Ii InlotMt tt all ttw ^iovb Mi* 

Btow'i Trtlning Syitaia, Ttoni •^Hfr TnS* Dr^ichun^', nm^^ 

TtBininn School, and Nomid Semi- Dlswuilils. The SmenliMiilli Bditlnn, 

nsTjfoT prepuing SchoDlinulen and tiinrnuiiUr nilKd uul nersotypal. 

■ud WoodcoU. Foit Svo. (a. e^. 

The Thnmb Khle ; or, Verhnm 

8triaUaitd.-^lVeSefthe%QMlU SeimiitFTnnn^ BtJ.Tituw. Bdng 

HctmSmIT- EmbollliWiriUi Pot- ttom tbs Edlllon oflM. etaHLl^M. 
traltA □' 6veiT Qdmd, BognTed ftom 

UiemoBtBnOimficiourMS. Complete Todd (Dr.)— The OTOlopMaU «f 

in 8 voli, post 8.0. 71. CO. eicll, Analomr and Phjifolt^. Edlltd bj 

Symond*.— ^Kemoirt of the Iriie f^b^^ to Kin^a CoUigeiLwiujT 

ind Sarrlcei of Reai-AdDlinl Sir tats Proresanr of Oenonil ud HnUd 

William Sjmondi, laU Smreror of Anatomy In Kind's OiUi^e, Lgndoo. 

the Navy. Edllad by J. A, Baiaf. Now compleu inE voIb.Std. iin,BJW, 

e<o.wlthIUunntioiu,pilcall9. lUiulnlcd Ritb £.893 WoodouE^ piloj 



«1T8. Forming Vola. V. uid VI. of 

TbtIot ^Teller and Method- lEf^^ ' ""i^ "( ^riaai «id oom- 

Fmtialt, lOe. Sd, and Wtttoji MiwiiiicK. £ ,(^ 



ent— CnkMi 

B Iiland, Fbjtlc 



Img oD Wood. By Sir J. KiDUOit (Hnr of Buikitl In 
TmHNn,K.aS,U:jD,io. liols. GoUeu E^sThiiiy. I 
/ Bra. price H>. pn™ it". 



BT LOXeiUK, SUEH, ASB oo. 



m TnvaDcr'a lOrmrf: £ 



By Akthoiit Tk)ii«™. Kew ud 
cheaper EdMon. Cnntnaro.lB.N. 
f^'^ 'X'. ' Trolloptfi BiMkntar Towan, 

•mnuuipinii. : SharoiL Tnmai'i HiitoiT of tlie 
•nattbaiDDn Anili^SusBi.frwtlKSiiriieMPerlod 
'■ £mb|i«, ud I to tbfl HDnmm OoaqoHL 3Toli.ni. 



gi.,b)u<lllrt>ij>Ull»i 



U colonred Flam, pii« lis. c^otti. 
Dl. Dm*! Diotimaiy of Arti, 



(£ie& 



Uoim i -iia I liiito™ of tha lflii» Om- ''P'',?'? ttlira. r-K-B;. F.S.B.. lUI 
^^ "" Qltig — "hlch !■ Ite poiT ' of Minlmr Becordi. Inconneofj 



EfeS 






Hblbt Di^llctl or Oil 



pcodanoe ot Thou 
llHHriifUieBcqn 

Haaoul aalJecT, , „ 

Uwm. STal>.iKiit8ni. Ul 

Van dw HoevML*! Handbook of 

tuli^jii, U.D^ITb.S., Protesoc 
oT AnaUKoy ID the Dninnl^ of Cam- 
biidg«. 1 Tola. Sto. with MPIata of 
Fiffora. prtcv Sta. doth : oraepantely. 
Vol. I. fts«rt*mla,80>.,and^oiMll. 

I^r > VehM-^Kemoiri of the Conrt, 



"^'i^ '' iq1>. pout SvoTiu. 



,d =>^i«^>,m>llll,I_^Her- By B, 

[!dSl^tH<".u^^iTt i WUe.— Xnglaad'a I 



tB BatinUlt B4U Mtp, At £a. B« 



C^ na TnmOv't Zdbrarv nuiy iJio 
ba Bad aa origliiaJly iaaqed In 10! pariB, 
1*. aadi, Amniiig » <o1b. 1>, ed. each ; or 



Earlleat fetlod to 



Oovammant, 

_ Jl^£lt^- 

and Arta. thHD the 



' VatnrtOB.— AwTi ™ Vatmal 
j Elsuay, clileflT Omltholosr. "^P- 

I SSSnUnll, imU.fti.BYQ.Si. eadi. 

i Waterton'i Eauri on ICattmU 

' HnSon ot llw Anlobiogriplyr. mi t. 
■ Tation. ^ Cfbals Sritaimiea ; 

Wsbk— Celaitial Ol^Mt* for 

CovimOD TelAHitfdi. ^ the Rev. 



, VatMUc and Farkei'i Enoyolo- 

' ineitleldlAc«.nithUisMad«DnVann- 
Ini, VautHiitiiis. IE.* Lightlnit Ihem— 
A IteicripllDn oT lh» varinus Art ides of 

"Wltb nearly 1,000 Woodnita. hvo.Mt. 

Well — Th« PTTSnMB, Wait 



Weld's Vaoatloni in Ireland. 
WlUieli'i Popular Tablet Ibr 

AiHTtAlfilDj the Yalnfl of Lifehold, 
LeoHhold. luid Churoh Pni»nj, Sa- 
newal Tinw, Ac With numeroue ad' 
dlHonHl TabW— CheiDlal, Aetronoml' 
Ml, Trlmmmnlri™!, Common uid 
Rf ptTbolla LoflKrituni ^ ConetsnU. 
SquATH, Cabn, Bof^ TWdtoc^, 
is. fountaKiUUga. Po>tBT£;iOi. 



Wllmot's Abridgment of Blaok- 

•Woe-. CommimlariM on th* Lin of 
Enjriuid, in a lenei orLettavfromK 
F^QierlohliDauglilar. Uma.te.M. 

Wilion'B BiyologiaBiitannlw: 

^UlnLl«aiB KMMoflgMt BlUiihl 

and dHcrltad uu^l^loUia^SDd 
or Bm^ ud SMmtHri irith n llhu- 
Ira^jPlalM. Ba^ » N«r XdHloo, 

Wlor Sro. 4£i, : or, with Uu FUM 

Yange.-^& ITew EnffUab-GiMk 



Tonge'i Hew Latin Oradnt : 

Containing Evwy Word dh4 br tiM ' 
PoelsoT c»d aullioTttv. FortbtBHof 
Eton. W»tmlnn«, WlmhHtar, Hu- ! 
row, and Rugbr Sdiooli; Kliiii'i Col- 
lege, Londonfuid Huribonniih Cd- 



Tonatt.— The Dos. Br William 

TODi En^ravEnn, from DnlBiia I7 W. 

TannK-— The Cbriit of Hlttory : 

An Anrnment erconded In ttu FHta of 
Hlg Lift on Earth. By JoHir YonHO, 
LL.S. SKOndEdltlan. PDiteTO.Tl.ed. 

Toong.— Tha HTiterr ; or, BtU 

ud God. By JonH Tootg, LL-O. 
FoU Sro. 7i. <td. 

Zompt'a Orammar of tka bttn 

LiDiciug*. IrsnilMaduidadiiiMABir 
the UH of Englleh Btulant* br Dr. L. 
BcHHiR, F.&8.E.; WUli nsmaiiiii 




3 bl05 001 5h3 Hft 



STANFORD UNIVERSITY LIBRARIES 

CECIL H. GREEN LIBRARY 

STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 94305-6004 

(415) 723-1493 

All books may be recalled after 7 days 

DATE DUE 



